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POEMS  BY  OSCAR  WILDE. 


THE  GARDEN  OF  EROS. 

It  is  full  summer  now,  the  heart  of  June, 
Not  yet  the  sun -burnt  reapers  are  a-stir 

Upon  the  upland  meadow  where  too  soon 
Rich  autumn  time,  the  season's  usurer, 

Will  lend  his  hoarded  gold  to  all  the  trees, 

And  see  his  treasure  scattered  by  the  wild  and  spend- 
thrift breeze. 

Too  soon  indeed!  yet  here  the  daffodil. 

That  love-child  of  the  Spring,  has  lingered  on 

To  vex  the  rose  with  jealousy,  and  still 
The  harebell  spreads  her  azure  pavilion. 

And  like  a  strayed  and  wandering  reveler 

Abandoned  of  its  brothers,  whom  long  since  June's 
messenger 

The  missel-thrush  has  frighted  from  the  glade. 

One  pale  narcissus  loiters  fearfully 
Close  to  a  shadowy  nook,  where  half  afraid 

Of  their  own  loveliness  some  violets  lie 
That  will  not  look  the  gold  sun  in  the  face 
For  fear  of  too  much  splendor, — ah!  methinks  it  is 
a  place 

Which  should  be  trodden  by  Persephone 

When  wearied  of  the  flowerless  fields  of  DisI" 

Or  danced  on  by  the  lads  of  Arcady! 
The  hidden  secret  of  eternal  bliss 

Known  to  the  Grecian  here  a  man  might  find. 

Ah!  you  and  I  may  find  it  now  if  Love  and  Sleep  be 
kind. 
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There  are  the  flowers  which  mourning  Herakles 
Strewed  on  the  tomb  of  Hylas,  columbine^ 

Its  white  doves  all  a-flutter  where  the  breeze 
Kissed  them  too  harshly,  the  small  celandine. 

That  yello  iv^-kirtled  chorister  of  eve, 

And  lilac  lady's-smock, — but  let  them  bloom  alone, 
and  leave 

Yon  spired  holly-hock  red-crocketed 

To  sway  its  silent  chimes,  else  must  the  bee, 

Its  little  bell-ringer,  go  seek  instead 
Some  other  pleasaunce;  the  anemone 

That  weeps  at  daybreak,  like  a  silly  girl 

Before  her  love,  and  hardly  lets  the  butterflies  unfurl 

Their  painted  wings  beside  it, — bid  it  pine 

In  pale  virginity;  the  winter  snow  I 

Will  suit  it  better  than  those  lips  of  thine  ) 

Whose  fires  would  but  scorch  it,  rather  go 

And  pluck  that  amorous  flower  which  blooms  alone, 

Fed  by  the  pander  wind  with  dust  of  kisses  not  its 
own. 

The  trumpet-mouths  of  red  convolvulus 
So  dear  to  maidens,  creamy  meadow-sweet 

Whiter  than  Juno's  throat  and  odorous 

As  all  Arabia,  hyacinths  the  feet  I 

Of  Huntress  Dian  would  be  loath  to  mar  | 

For  any  dappled  fawn, — pluck  these,  and  those  fond 
flowers  which  are  ' 

Fairer  than  what  Queen  Venus  trod  upon 

Beneath  the  pines  of  Ida,  eucharis. 
That  morning  star  which  does  not  dread  the  sun. 

And  budding  marjoram  which  but  to  kiss 
Would  sweeten  Cytheraea's  lips  and  make 
Adonis  jealous, — these  for  thy  head, — and  for  thy  girdle 

take 
Yon  curving  spray  of  purple  clematis 

Whose  gorgeous  dye  outflames  the  Tyrian  King, 
And  fox-gloves  with  their  nodding  chalices, 

But  that  one  narciss  which  the  startled  Spring 
Let  from  her  kirtle  fall  when  first  she  heard 
In   her   own    woods   the  wild    tempestuous  song  of 
summer's  bird. 
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Ah!  leave  it  for  a  subtle  memory 

Of  those  sweet  tremulous  days  of  rain  and  sun. 
When  April  laughed  between  her  tears  to  see 

The  early  primrose  with  shy  footsteps  run 
From  the  gnarled  oak-tree  roots  till  all  the  wold. 
Spite  of  its  brown  and  trampled  leaves,  grew  bright 
with  shimmering  gold. 

Nav,  pluck  it  too,  it  is  not  half  so  sweet 

As  thou  thyself,  my  soul's  idolatry! 
And  when  thou  art  a-wearied  at  thy  feet 

Shall  oxlips  weave  their  brightest  tapestry, 
For  thee  the  woodbine  shall  forget  its  pride 
And  veil  its  tangled  whorls,  and  thou  shalt  walk  on 
daisies  pied. 

And  I  will  cut  a  reed  by  yonder  spring 
And  make  the  wood-gods  jealous,  and  old  Pan 

Wonder  what  young  intruder  dares  to  sing 
In  these  still  haunts,  where  never  foot  of  man 

Should  tread  at  evening,  lest  he  chance  to  spy 

The  marble  limbs  of  Artemis  and  all  her  company. 

And  I  will  tell  thee  why  the  jacinth  wears 
Such  dread  embroidery  of  dolorous  moan. 

And  why  the  hapless  nightingale  forbears 
To  sing  her  song  at  noon,  but  weeps  alone 

When  the  fleet  swallow  sleeps,  and  rich  men  feast. 

And  why  the  laurel  trembles  when  she  sees  the  lighten- 
ing east. 

And  I  will  sing  how  sad  Proserpina 

Unto  a  grave  and  gloomy  Lord  was  wed. 

And  lure  the  silver-breasted  Helena 

Back  from  the  lotus  meadows  of  the  dead. 

So  shalt  thou  see  that  awful  loveliness 

For  which  two  mighty  Hosts  met  fearfully  in  war's 
i! 


And  then  I'll  pipe  to  thee  that  Grecian  tale 
How  Cynthia  loves  the  lad  Endymion, 

And  hidden  in  a  gray  and  misty  veil 

Hies  to  the  cliffs  of  Latmos  once  the  Sun 

Leaps  from  his  ocean  bed  in  fruitless  chase 

Of  those  pale  flying  feet  which   fade    away    in  his 
embrace. 
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And  if  my  flute  can  breathe  sweet  melody, 

We  may  behold  Her  face  who  long  ago 
Dwelt  among  men  by  the  ^gean  sea, 

And  whose  sad  house  with  pillaged  portico 
And  friezeless  wall  and  columns  toppled  down 
Looms  o'er  the  ruins  of  that  fair  and  violet-cinctured 
town. 

Spirit  of  Beauty!  tarry  still  a- while. 

They  are  not  dead,  thine  ancient  votaries. 
Some  few  there  are  to  whom  thy  radiant  smile 

Is  better  than  a  thousand  victories, 
Though  all  the  nobly  slain  of  Waterloo 
Kise  up  in  wrath  against  them!  tarry  still,  there  are  a 
few. 

Who  for  thy  sake  would  give  their  manlihood 

And  consecrate  their  being,  I  at  least 
Have  done  so,  made  thy  lips  my  daily  food. 

And  in  thy  temples  found  a  goodlier  feast 
Than  this  starved  age  can  give  me,  spite  of  all 
Its  new-found  creeds  so  skeptical  and  so  dogmatical. 

Here  not  Cephissos,  not  Ilissos  flows. 

The  woods  of  white  Colonos  are  not  here. 
On  our  bleak  hills  the  olive  never  blows, 

No  simple  priest  conducts  his  lowing  steer 
Up  the  steep  marble  way,  nor  through  the  town 
Do  laughing  inaidens  bear  to  thee  the  crocus-flowerec^  \ 
gown. 

Yet  tarry!  for  the  boy  who  loved  thee  best. 

Whose  very  name  should  be  a  memory 
To  make  thee  linger,  sleeps  in  silent  rest 

Beneath  the  Koman  walls,  and  melody 
Still  mourns  her  sweetest  lyre,  none  can  play 
The  lute  of  Adonais,  with  his  lips  Song  passed  away. 

Nay,  when  Keats  died  the  Muses  still  had  left 

One  silver  voice  to  sing  his  threnody. 
But  ah!  too  soon  of  it  we  were  bereft 

When  on  that  riven  night  and  stormy  sea 
Panthea  claimed  her  singer  as  her  own, 
And  slew  the  mouth  that  praised  her;   since  whiohf  X, 
time  we  walk  alone,  J    \i 
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Save  for  that  fiery  heart,  that  morning  star 

Of  re-arisen  England,  whose  clear  eye 
Saw  from  our  tottering  throne  and  waste  of  war 

The  grand  Greek  limbs  of  young  Democracy 
Else  mightily  like  Hesperus  and  bring 
The  great  Republic!  him  at  least  thy  love  hath  taught 
to  sing, 

And  he  hath  been  with  thee  at  Thessaly, 

And  seen  white  Atalanta  fl(}et  of  foot 
In  passionless  and  fierce  virginity 

Hunting  the  tuskdd  boar,  his  honeyed  lute 
Hath  pierced  the  cavern  of  the  hollow  hill. 
And  Venus  laughs  to  know  one  knee  will  bow  before 

her  still. 
And  he  hath  kissed  the  lips  of  Proserpine, 

And  sung  the  Galilsean's  requiem. 
That  wounded  forehead  dashed  with  blood  and  wine 

He  hath  discrowned,  the  Ancient  Gods  in  him 
Have  found  their  last,  most  ardent  worshiper,  • 
And  the  new  Sign  grows  gray  and  dim  before  its  con* 
queror. 

Spirit  of  Beauty!  tarry  with  us  still. 

It  is  not  quenched  the  torch  of  poesy. 
The  star  that  shook  above  the  Eastern  hill 

Holds  unassailed  its  argent  armory 
From  all  the  gathering  gloom  and  fretful  fight — 
O  tarry  with  us  still!  for  through  the  long  and  com- 
mon  night, 

Morris,  our  sweet  and  simple  Chaucer's  child, 

Dear  heritor  of  Spenser's  tuneful  reed, 
"With  soft  and  sylvan  pipe  has  oft  beguiled 

The  weary  soul  of  man  in  troublous  need. 
And  from  the  far  and  flowerless  fields  of  ice 
Has  brought    fair  flowers  meet  to  make  an  earthly 
paradise. 

We  know  them  all,  Gudrun  the  strong  men's  bride, 
Aslaug  and  Olafson  we  know  them  all. 

How  giant  Grettir  fought  and  Sigurd  died, 

And  what  enchantment  held  the  king  in  thrall 

•When  lonely  Urynhild  wrestled  with  the  powers 

That  war  against  all  passion,  ah !  how  oft  through  sum- 
mer hours, 
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Long  listless  summer  hours  when  the  nodn 

Being  enamored  of  a  damask  rose 
Forgets  to  journey  westward,  till  the  moon 

The  pale  usurper  of  its  tribute  grows 
From  a  thin  sickle  to  a  silver  shield 
And  chides  its  loitering  car— how  oft,  in  some  cool 
grassy  field 

Far  from  the  cricket-ground  and  noisy  eig\i 
At  Bagley,  where  the  rustling  bluebells  come 

Almost  before  the  blackbird  finds  a  mate 
And  overstay  the  swallow,  and  the  hum 

Of  many  murmuring  bees  flits  through  the  leaves, 

Hav«  I  lain  poring  on  the  dreamy  tales  his  fancy 
weaves, 

And  through  their  unreal  woes  and  mimic  pain 

Wept  for  myself,  and  so  was  purified. 
And  in  their  simple  mirth  grew  glad  again; 

For  as  I  sailed  upon  that  pictured  tide 
The  strength  and  splendor  of  the  storm  was  mine  ^ 
Without  the  storm's  red  ruin,  for  the  singer  is  divioe, 

The  little  laugh  of  water  falling  down 

Is  not  so  musical,  the  clammy  gold 
Close  hoarded  in  the  tiny  waxen  town 

Has  less  of  sweetness  in  it,  and  the  old 
Half-withered  reeds  that  waved  in  Arcady 
Touched  by  his  lips  break  forth  again  to  fresher  har- 
mony. 

Spirit  of  Beauty  tarry  yet  a- while! 

Although  the  cheating  merchants  of  the  mart 
With  iron  roads  profane  our  lovely  isle. 

And  break  on  whirling  wheels  the  limbs  of  Art, 
Ay!  though  tlie  crowded  factories  beget 
The  blind-worm  Ignorance  that  slays  the  soul,  0  tarry 
yet! 

For  One  at  least  there  is, — He  bears  his  name 
From  Dante  and  the  seraph  Grabriel, — 

Whose  double  laurels  burn  with  deathless  flame 
To  light  thine  altar;  He  too  loves  thee  well 

Who  saw  old  Merlin  lured  in  Vivien's  snare, 

And  the  white  feet  of  angels  coming  down  the  golden 
stair,  - 
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LoTCS  thee  so  well,  that  all  the  World  for  him 
A  gorgeous-colored  vestiture  must  wear. 

And  Sorrow  take  a  purple  diadem, 

Or  else  be  no  more  Sorrow,  and  Despair 

Gild  its  own  thorns,  and  Pain,  like  Adon,  be 

Even  in  anguish  beautiful; — such  is  the  empery 

"Wliich  Painters  hold,  and  such  the  heritage 
This  gentle  solemn  Spirit  doth  possess. 

Being  a  better  mirror  of  his  age 
In  all  his  pity,  love, 'and  weariness. 

Than  those  who  can  but  copy  common  things. 

And  leave  the  Soul  unpainted  with  its  mighty  question- 
ings. 

But  they  are  few,  and  all  romance  has  flown. 

And  men  can  prophesy  about  the  sun, 
And  lecture  on  his  arrows — how,  alone, 

Through  a  waste  void  the  soulless  atoms  run. 
How  from  each  tree  its  weeping  nymph  has  fled. 
And  that  no  more  'mid  English  reeds  a  Naiad  shows 
her  head. 

Methinks  these  new  Actaeons  boast  too  soon 
That  they  have  spied  on  beauty;  what  if  we 

Have  analyzed  the  rainbow,  robbed  the  moon 
Of  her  most  ancient,  chastest  mystery, 

Shall  I,  the  last  Endymion,  lose  all  hope 

Because  rude  eyes  peer  at  my  mistress  through  a  tel^ 
scope! 

What  profit  if  this  scientific  age 

Burst  through  our  gates  with  all  its  retinue 

Of  modern  miracles!     Can  it  assuage 

One  lover's  breaking  heart?  what  can  it  do 

To  make  one  life  more  beautiful,  one  day 

More  god-like  in  its  period?  but  now  the  Age  of  Clay 

Eeturns  in  horrid  cycle,  and  the  earth 

Hath  borne  again  a  noisy  progeny 
Of  ignorant  Titans,  whose  ungodly  birth 

Hurls  them  against  the  august  hierarchy 
Which  sat  upon  Olympus,  to  the  Dust 
They  have  appealed,  and  to  that  barren  arbiter  they 
must 
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Bepair  for  judgment,  let  them,  if  they  can. 
From  Natural  Warfare  and  insensate  Chance, 

Create  the  new  Ideal  rule  for  man! 
Methinks  that  was  not  my  inheritance; 

For  I  was  nurtured  otherwise,  my  soul 

Passes  from  higher  heights  of  life  to  a  more  supreme 
goal. 

Lo!  while  we  spake  the  earth  did  turn  away 
Her  visage  from  the  God,  and  Hecate's  boat 

Eose  silver-laden,  till  the  jealous  day 
Blew  all  its  torches  out:  I  did  not  note 

The  waning  hours,  to  young  Endymions 

Time's  palsied  fingers  count  in  vain  his  rosary  of  suns!— 

Mark  how  the  yellow  iris  wearily 

Leans  back  its  throat,  as  though  it  would  be  kissed 
By  its  false  chamberer,  the  dragon-fly, 

Who,  like  a  blue  vein  on  a  girl's  white  wrist, 
Sleeps  on  that  snowy  primrose  of  the  night. 
Which  'gins  to  flush  with  crimson  shame,  and  die  be- 
neath the  light. 

Come  let  us  go,  against  the  pallid  shield 
Of  the  wan  sky  the  almond  blossoms  gleam. 

The  corn-crake  nested  in  the  unmown  field 
Answers  its  mate,  across  the  misty  stream 

On  fitful  wing  the  startled  curlews  fly. 

And  in  his  sedgy  bed  the  lark,  for  joy  that  Day  is  nigh. 

Scatters  the  pearled  dew  from  off  the  grass. 

In  tremulous  ecstasy  to  greet  the  sun. 
Who  soon  in  gilded  panoply  will  pass 

Forth  from  yon  orange-curtained  pavilion 
Hung  in  the  burning  east,  see,  the  red  rim 
O'ertops  the  expectant  hills!  it  is  the  God!  for  love  of 
him 

Already  the  shrill  lark  is  out  of  sight. 

Flooding  with  waves  of  song  this  silent  dell, — 

Ah !  there  is  something  more  in  that  bird's  flight 
Than  could  be  tested  in  a  crucible! — 

But  the  air  freshens,  let  us  go, — why  soon 

The  woodmen  will  be  here;  how  we  have  lived  this 
night  of  June! 


POEMS    BY    OSCAR    WILDB.  13 

THE  NEW  HELEN. 

"Whbrb  hast  thou  been  since  round  the  walls  of  Troy 
The  sons  of  God  fought  in  that  great  emprise? 
Why  dost  thou  walk  our  common  earth  again? 

Hast  thou  forgotten  that  impassioned  boy. 
His  purple  galley,  and  his  Tyrian  men. 
And  treacherous  Aphrodite's  mocking  eyes? 

For  surely  it  was  thou,  who,  like  a  star 
Hung  in  the  silver  silence  of  the  night. 
Didst  lure  the  Old  World's  chivalry  and  might 

Into  the  clamorous  crimson  waves  of  war! 

Or  didst  thou  rule  the  fire-laden  moon? 

In  amorous  Sidon  was  thy  temple  built 
Over  the  light  and  laughter  of  the  sea? 

Where,  behind  lattice  scarlet-wrought  and  gilt, 
Some  brown-limbed  girl  did  weave  thee  tapestry. 

All  through  the  waste  and  wearied  hours  of  noon; 
Till  her  wan  cheek  with  flame  of  passion  burned. 

And  she  rose  up  the  sea-washed  lips  to  kiss 
Of  some  glad  Oyprian  sailor,  safe  returned 

From  Calp6  and  the  cliffs  of  Herakles! 

No!  thou  art  Helen,  and  none  other  one! 
It  was  for  thee  that  young  Sarped6n  died. 

And  Memn6D's  manhood  was  untimely  spent; 
It  was  for  thee  gold-crested  Hector  tried 
With  Thetis'  child  that  evil  race  to  run. 

In  the  last  year  of  thy  beleaguerment; 
Ay!  even  now  the  glory  of  thy  fame 

Burns  in  those  fields  of  trampled  asphodel. 
Where  the  high  lords  whom  Ilion  knew  so  well 
Clash  ghostly  shields,  and  call  upon  thy  name. 

~  ■  \ 
Where  hast  thou  been?  in  that  enchanted  land 
Whose  slumbering  vales  forlorn  Calypso  knew. 

Where  never  mower  rose  to  greet  the  day 
But  all  unswathed  the  trammeling  grasses  grew. 
And  the  sad  shepherd  saw  the  tall  corn  stand 

Till  summer's  red  had  changed  to  withered  gray? 
Didst  thou  lie  there  by  some  Lethaean  stream 

Deep  brooding  on  thine  ancient  memory. 
The  ci*ash  of  broken  spears,  the  fiery  gleam 
From  shivered  helm,  the  Grecian  battle-ory. 
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Nay,  thon  wert  hidden  in  that  hollow  hill    ' 
With  one  who  is  forgotten  utterly, 

That  discrowned  Queen  men  call  the  Erycine; 
Hidden  away  that  neyer  mightst  thou  see 

The  face  of  Her,  before  whose  moldering  shrint 
To-day  at  Rome  the  silent  nations  kneel; 
Who  gat  from  Love  no  joyous  gladdening. 

But  only  Love's  intolerable  pain. 

Only  a  sword  to  pierce  her  heart  in  twain. 
Only  the  bitterness  of  child-bearing. 

The  lotos-leaves  which  heal  the  wounds  of  Death 
Lie  in  thy  hand;  0,  be  thou  kind  to  me. 
While  yet  I  know  the  summer  of  my  days; 

For  hardly  can  my  tremulous  lips  draw  breath 
To  fill  the  silver  trumpet  with  thy  praise. 
So  bowed  am  I  before  thy  mystery; 

So  bowed  and  broken  on  Love's  terrible'  wheel. 
That  I  have  lost  all  hope  and  heart  to  sing, 
Yet  care  I  not  what  ruin  time  may  bring 

If  in  thy  temple  thou  wilt  let  me  kneel. 

Alas,  alas,  thou  wilt  not  tarry  here, 

But,  like  that  bird,  the  servant  of  the  sun. 
Who  flies  before  the  northwind  and  the  night. 
So  wilt  thou  fly  our  evil  land  and  drear, 
Back  to  the  tower  of  thine  old  delight. 

And  the  red  lips  of  young  Euphorion; 
Nor  shall  I  ever  see  thy  face  again. 

But  in  this  poisonous  garden  must  I  stay. 
Crowning  my  brows  with  the  thorn-crown  of  pain. 

Till  all  my  loveless  life  shall  pass  away. 

0  Helen!  Helen!  Helen!  yet  awhile, 

Yet  for  a  little  while,  0  tarry  here, 
Till  the  dawn  cometh  and  the  shadows  fleel 
For  in  the  gladsome  sunlight  of  thy  smile 

Of  heaven  or  hell  I  have  no  thought  or  fear. 
Seeing  I  know  no  other  god  but  thee: 
No  other  god  save  him,  before  whose  feet 

In  nets  of  gold  the  tired  planets  move. 

The  incarnate  spirit  of  spiritual  love 
Who  in  thy  body  holds  his  joyous  seat. 
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Thou  wert  not  born  as  common  women  are? 

But,  girt  with  silver  splendor  of  the  foam, 
Didst  from  the  depths  of  sapphire  seas  arisel 
And  at  thy  coming  some  immortal  star. 

Bearded  with  flame,  blazed  in  the  Eastern  skies, 

And  waked  the  shepherds  on  thine  island  home. 
Thou  shalt  not  die:  no  asps  of  Egypt  creep 

Close  at  thy  heels  to  taint  the  delicate  air; 

No  sullen-blooming  poppies  stain  thy  hair, 
Those  scarlet  heralds  of  eternal  sleep. 

Lily  of  love,  pure  and  inviolate! 

Tower  of  ivory!  red  rose  of  fire! 
Thou  hast  come  down  our  darkness  to  illume: 
For  we,  close-caught  in  the  wide  nets  of  Fate, 

Wearied  with  waiting  for  the  World's  Desire, 
Aimlessly  wandered  in  the  house  of  gloom. 
Aimlessly  sought  some  slumberous  anodyne 

For  wasted  lives,  for  lingering  wretchedness. 
Till  we  beheld  thy  re-arisen  shrine. 

And  the  white  glory  of  thy  loveliness. 


CHARMIDES. 

He  was  a  Grecian  lad,  who  coming  home 

With  pulpy  figs  and  wine  from  Sicily 
Stood  at  his  galley's  prow,  and  let  the  foam 

Blow  through  his  crisp  brown  curls  unconsciously, 
And  holding  wave  and  wind  in  boy's  despite 
Peered  from  his  dripping  seat  across  the  wet  and  stormy 
night 

Till  with  the  dawn  he  saw  a  burnished  spear 
Like  a  thin  thread  of  gold  against  the  sky. 

And  hoisted  sail,  and  strained  the  creaking'gear, 
And  bade  the  pilot  head  her  lustily 

Against  the  nor'west  gale,  and  all  day  long 

Held  on  his  way,  and  marked  the  rowers'  time  with  meas- 
ured song, 
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And  when  the  faint  Corinthian  hills  were  r«d  ' 

Dropped  anchor  in  a  little  sandy  bay,  7 

And  with  fresh  boughs  of  olive  crowned  his  head. 
And  brushed  from  cheek  and  throat  the  hoary  spray, 

And  washed  his  limbs  with  oil,  and  from  the  hold 

Brought  out  his  linen  tunic  and  his  sandals  brazen-soled, 

And  a  rich  robe  stained  with  the  fishes'  juice 
Which  of  some  swarthy  trader  he  had  bought 

Upon  the  sunny  quay  at  Syracuse, 

And  was  with  Tyrian  broideries  inwrought. 

And  by  the  questioning  merchants  made  his  way 

Up  through  the  soft  and  silver  woods,  and  when  the 
laboring  day 

Had  spun  its  tangled  web  of  crimson  cloud, 
Clomb  the  high  hill,  and  with  swift  silent  feet 

Crept  to  the  fane  unnoticed  by  the  crowd 
Of  busy  priests,  and  from  some  dark  retreat 

Watched  the  young  swains  his  frolic  playmates  bring 

The  firstling  of  their  little  flock,  and  the  shy  shepherd 
fling 

The  crackling  salt  upon  the  flame,  or  hang 
His  studded  crook  against  the  temple  wall 

To  Her  who  keeps  away  the  ravenous  fang 
Of  the  base  wolf  from  homestead  and  from  stall; 

And  then  the  clear-voiced  maidens  'gan  to  sing, 

And  to  the  altar  each  man  brought  some  goodly  offering, 

A  beechen  cup  brimming  with  milky  foam, 
A  fair  cloth  wrought  with  cunning  imagery 

Of  hounds  in  chase,  a  waxen  honey-comb 
Dripping  with  oozy  gold  which  scarce  the  bee 

Had  ceased  from  building,  a  black  skin  of  oil 

Meet  for  the  wrestlers,  a  great  boar  the  fierce  and  white- 
tusked  spoil 

Stolen  from  Artemis  that  jealous  maid 
To  please  Athena,  and  the  dappled  hide 

Of  a  tall  stag  who  in  some  mountain  glade 
Had  met  the  shaft;  and  then  the  herald,  cried. 

And  from  the  pillared  precinct  one  by  one 

Went  the  glad  Greeks  well  pleased  that  they  their  simple 
vows  had  done. 
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And  the  old  priest  put  out  the  waning  fires 
Save  that  one  lamp  whose  restless  ruby  glowed 

For  ever  in  the  cell,  and  the  shrill  lyres 

Came  fainter  on  the  wind,  as  down  the  road 

In  joyous  dance  these  country  folk  did  pass. 

And  with  stout  hands  the  warder  closed  the  gates  of 
polished  brass. 

Long  time  he  lay  and  hardly  dared  to  breathe. 
And  heard  the  cadenced  drip  of  spilt-out  wine, 

And  the  rose-petals  falling  from  the  wreath 
As  the  night  breezes  wandered  through  the  shrine. 

And  seemed  to  be  in  some  entranced  swoon 

Till  through  the  open  roof  above  the  full  and  brimming 
moon 

Flooded  with  sheeny  waves  the  marble  floor, 
When  from  his  nook  upleapt  the  venturous  lad. 

And  flinging  wide  the  cedar-caiven  door 
Beheld  an  awful  image  salfron-clad 

And  armed  for  battle!  the  gaunt  Griffin  glared 

From  the  huge  helm,  and  the  long  lance  of  wreck  and 
ruin  flared 

Like  a  red  rod  of  flame,  stony  and  steeled 
The  Gorgon's  head  its  leaden  eyeballs  rolled. 

And  writhed  its  snaky  horrors  through  the  shield. 
And  gaped  aghast  with  bloodless  lips  and  cold 

In  passion  impotent,  while  with  blind  gaze 

The  blinking  owl  between  the  feet  hooted  in  shrill  amaze. 

The  lonely  fisher  as  he  trimmed  his  lamp 

Far  out  at  sea  off  Sunium,  or  cast 
The  net  for  tunnies,  heard  a  brazen  tramp 

Of  horses  smite  the  waves,  and  a  wild  blast 
Divide  the  folded  curtains  of  the  night, 
And  knelt  upon  the  little  poop,  and  prayed  in  holy  frigki 

And  guilty  lovers  in  their  venery 

Forgat  a  little  while  their  stolen  sweets. 
Deeming  they  heard  dread  Dian's  bitter  cry; 

And  the  grim  watchmen  on  their  lofty  seats 
Kan  to  their  shields  in  haste  precipitate, 
Or  strained    black-bearded   throats    across  the    dusky 
parapet. 
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For  round  the  temple  rolled  the  clang  of  arms, 

And  the  twelve  Gods  leapt  up  in  marble  fear. 
And  the  air  quaked  with  dissonant  alarums 

Till  huge  Poseidon  shook  his  mighty  spear, 
And  on  the  frieze  the  prancing  horses  neighed, 
And  the  low  tread  of  hurrying  feet  rang  from  the  caval- 
cade. 
Ready  for  death  with  parted  lips  he  stood. 

And  well  content  at  such  a  price  to  see 
That  calm  wide  brow,  that  terrible  maidenhood. 

The  marvel  of  that  pitiless  chastity. 
Ah!  well  content  indeed,  for  never  wight 
Since  Troy's  young  shepherd  prince  had  seen  so  wonder- 
ful a  sight. 

Eeady  for  death  he  stood,  but  lo!  the  air 
Grew  silent,  and  the  horses  ceased  to  neigh. 

And  off  his  brow  he  tossed  the  clustering  hair. 
And  from  his  limbs  he  threw  the  cloak  away. 

For  whom  would  not  such  love  make  desperate, 

And  nigher  came,  and  touched  her  throat,  and  with 
hands  violate 

Undid  the  cuirass,  and  the  crocus  gown. 
And  bared  the  breasts  of  polished  ivory, 

Till  from  the  waist  the  peplos  falling  down 
Left  visible  the  secret  mystery 

Which  to  no  lover  will  Athena  show, 
The  grand   cool  flanks,  the  crescent  thighs,  the  bossy 
hills  of  snow. 

Those  who  have  never  known  a  lover's  sin 

Let  them  not  read  my  ditty,  it  will  be 
To  their  dull  ears  so  musicless  and  thin 

That  they  will  have  no  joy  of  it,  but  ye 
To  whose  wan  cheeks  now  creeps  the  lingering  smile, 
Ye  who  have  learned  who  Eros  is,— 0  listen  yet  a-while. 

A  little  space  he  let  his  greedy  eyes 

Rest  on  the  burnished  image,  till  mere  sight 

Half  swooned  for  surfeit  of  such  luxuries. 
And  then  his  lips  in  hungering  delight 

Fed  on  her  lips,  and  round  the  towered  neck 

He  flung  his  ai*ms,  nor  cared  at  all  his  passion's  will  to 
check. 
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Kever  I  ween  did  lover  hold  such  tryst. 
For  all  night  long  he  murmured  honeyed  word, 

And  saw  her  sweet  unravished  limbs,  and  kissed 
Her  pale  and  argent  body  undisturbed. 

And  paddled  with  the  polished  throat,  and  pressed 

His  hot  and  beating  heart  upon  her  chill  and  icy  breast. 

tt  was  as  if  Numidian  javelins 

Pierced  through  and  through  his  wild  and  whirling 
brain. 
And  his  nerves  thrilled  like  throbbing  violins 

In  exquisite  pulsation,  and  the  pain 
Was  such  sweet  anguish  that  he  never  drew 
His  lips  from  hers  till  overhead  the  lark  of  warning  flew. 

They  who  have  never  seen  the  daylight  peer 
Into  a  darkened  room,  and  drawn  the  curtain, 

And  with  dull  eyes  and  wearied  from  some  dear 
And  worshiped  body  risen,  they  for  certain 

Will  never  know  of  what  I  try  to  sing. 

How  long  the  last  kiss  was,  how  fond  and  late  his  linger- 
ing. 

The  moon  was  giildled  with  a  crystal  rim. 

The  sign  which  shipmen  say  is  ominous 
Of  wrath  in  heaven,  the  wan  stars  were  dim. 

And  the  low  lightening  east  was  tremulous 
With  the  faint  fluttering  wings  of  flying  dawn. 
Ere  from  the  siJent  somber  shrine  this  lover  had  with- 
drawn. 

Down  the  steep  rock  with  hurried  feet  and  fast 
Clomb  the  brave  lad,  and  reached  the  cave  of  Pan, 

And  heard  the  goat-foot  snoring  as  he  passed, 
And  leapt  upon  a  grassy  knoll  and  ran 

Like  a  young  fawn  unto  an  olive  wood 

Which  in  a  shady  valley  by  the  well-built  city  stood. 

And  sought  a  little  stream,  which  well  he  knew. 
For  oftentimes  with  boyish  careless  shout 

The  green  and  crested  grebe  he  would  pursue, 
Cr  snare  in  woven  net  the  silver  trout. 

And  dow'n  amid  the  startled  reeds  he  lay 

Panting  in  breathless  sweet  affright,  and  waited  for  the 
dav. 
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On  the  green  bank  he  lay,  and  let  one  hand 

Dip  in  the  cool  dark  eddies  listlessly, 
And  soon  the  breath  of  morning  came  and  fanned 

His  hot  flushed  cheeks,  or  lifted  wantonly 
The  tangled  curls  from  off  his  forehead,  while 

He  on  the  running  water  gazed  with  strange  and  secret 
smile. 

And  soon  the  shepherd  in  rough  woolen  cloak 
With  his  long  crook  undid  the  wattled  cotes, 

And  from  the  stack  a  thin  blue  wreath  of  smoke 
Curled  through  the  air'across  the  ripening  oats. 

And  on  the  hill  the  yellow  house-dog  bayed 

As  through  the  crisp  and  rustling  fern  the  heavy  cattle 
strayed. 

And  when  the  light- foot  mower  went  a-field 
Across  the  meadows  laced  with  threaded  dew. 

And  the  sheep  bleated  on  the  misty  weald, 

And  from  its  nest  the  waking  corn-crake  flew. 
Some  woodmen  saw  him  lying  by  the  stream 
And  marveled  much  that  any  lad  so  beautiful  could  seem, 

Nor  deemed  him  born  of  mortals,  and  one  said, 

"  It  is  young  Hylas,  that  false  runaway 
Who  with  a  Naiad  now  would  make  his  bed 

Forgetting  Herakles,"  but  others,  "Nay, 
It  is  Narcissus,  his  own  paramour. 
Those  are  the  fond  and  crimson  lips  no  woman  can 
allure." 

And  when  they  nearer  came  a  third  one  cried, 

**  It  is  young  Dionysos  who  has  hid 
His  spear  and  fawnskin  by  the  river  side 

Weary  of  hunting  witih  the  Bassarid, 
And  wise  indeed  were  we  away  to  fly 
They  live  not  long  who  on  the  gods  immortal  come  to 

spy." 

So  turned  they  back,  and  feared  to  look  behind. 
And  told  the  timid  swain  how  they  had  seen 

Amid  the  reeds  some  woodland  God  reclined. 
And  no  man  dared  to  cross  the  open  green, 

And  on  that  day  no  olive-tree  was  slain, 

Nor  rushes  cut,  but  all  deserted  was  the  fair  domain. 
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Sav«  when  the  neat-herd's  lad,  his  empty  pail 
Well  slung  upon  his  back,  with  leap  and  bound 

Kaced  on  the  other  side,  aud  stopped  to  hail 
Hoping  that  he  some  comrade  new  had  found. 

And  gat  no  answer,  and  then  half  afraid 

Passed  on  his  simple  way,  or  down  the  still  and  silent 
glade 

A  little  girl  ran  laughing  from  the  farm 

Not  thinking  of  love's  secret  mysteries^ 
And  when  she  saw  the  white  and  gleaming  arm 

And  all  his  manlihood,  with  longing  eyes 
Whose  passion  mocked  her  sweet  virginity 
Watched  him  a- while,  and  then  stole  back  sadly  and 
wearily. 

Far  off  he  heard  the  city's  hum  and  noise, 
And  now  and  then  the  shriller  laughter  where 

The  passionate  purity  of  brown-limbed  boys 
Wrestled  or  raced  in  the  clear  healthful  air. 

And  now  and  then  a  little  tinkling  bell 

As  the  shorn  wether  led  the  sheep  down  to  the  mossy  well. 

Through  the  gray  willows  danced  the  fretful  gnat, 
The  grasshopper  chirped  idly  from  the  tree. 

In  sleek  and  oily  coat  the  water-rat 
Breasting  the  little  ripples  manfully 

Made  for  the  wild-duck's  nest,  from  bough  to  bough 

Hopped  the  shy  finch,  and  the  huge  tortoise  crept  acrosg 
the  slough. 

On  the  faint  wind  floated  the  silky  seeds. 

As  the  bright  scythe  swept  through  the  waving  grass. 
The  ousel-cock  splashed  circles  in  the  reeds 

And  flecked  with  silver  whorls  the  forest's  glass. 
Which  scarce  had  caught  again  its  imagery 
Ere  from  its  bed  the  dusky  tench  leapt  at  the  dragon-fly. 

But  little  care  had  he  for  anything 

Though  up  and  down  the  beech  the  squirrel  played, 
And  from  the  copse  the  linnet  'gan  to  sing 

To  her  brown  mate  her  sweetest  serenade, 
Ah  !  little^  care  indeed,  for  he  had  seen 
The  breasts  of  Pallas  and  the  naked  wonder  of  the 
Queen. 
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But  when  the  herdsman  called  his  straggling  goats 

With  whistling  pipe  across  the  rocky  road, 
And  the  shard-beetle  with  its  trumpet- notes 
Boomed  through  the  darkening  woods,  and  seemed  to 
bode 
Of  coming  storm,  and  the  belated  crane 
Passed  homeward  like  a  shadow,  and  the  dull  big  drops 
of  rain 

Fell  on  the  pattering  fig-leaves,  up  he  rose. 
And  from  the  gloomy  forest  went  his  way 

Past  somber  homestead  and  wet  orchard-close. 
And  came  at  last  unto  a  little  quay. 

And  ©ailed  his  mates  a-board,  and  took  his  seat 

On  the  high  poop,  and  pushed  from  land,  and  loosed 
the  dripping  sheet, 

And  steered  across  the  bay,  and  when  nine  suns 
Passed  down  the  long  and  laddered  way  of  gold. 

And  nine  pale  moons  had  breathed  their  orisons 
To  the  chaste  stars  their  confessors,  or  told 

Their  dearest  secret  to  the  downy  moth 

That  will  not  fly  at  noonday,  through  the  foam  and 
surging  froth 

Came  a  great  owl  with  yellow  sulphurous  eyes 

And  lit  upon  the  ship,  whose  timbers  creaked 
As  though  the  lading  of  three  argosies 

Were  in  the  hold,  and  flapped  its  wings,  and  shrieked. 
And  darkness  straightway  stole  across  the  deep. 
Sheathed   was  Orion's  sword,  dread  Mars  himself  fled 

down  the  steep. 
And  the  moon  hid  behind  a  tawny  mask 

Of  drifting  cloud,  and  from  the  ocean's  marge 
Kose  the  red  plume,  the  huge  and  horned  casque. 

The  seven-cubit  spear,  the  brazen  targe! 
And  clad  in  bright  and  burnished  panoply 
Athena  strode  across  the  stretch  of  sick  and  shivering 

sea! 
To  the  dull  sailors'  sight  her  loosened  locks 

Seemed  like  the  jagged  storm-rack,  and  her  feefc 
Only  the  spume  that  floats  on  hidden  rocks. 

And  marking  how  the  rising  waters  beat 
Against  the  rolling  ship,  the  pilot  cried 
To  the  young  helmsman  at  the  stern  to  luff  to  windward 
side. 
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But  he,  the  over-bold  adulterer, 

A  dear  prof  an  er  of  great  mysteries. 
An  ardent  amorous  idolater. 

When  he  beheld  those  grand  relentless  eyes 
Laughed  loud  for  joy,  and  crying  out  *'  I  come" 
Leapt  from  the  lofty  poop  into  the  chill  and  churning 
foam. 

Then  fell  from  the  high  heaven  one  bright  star. 

One  dancer  left  the  circling  galaxy, 
And  back  to  Athens  on  her  clattering  car 

In  all  the  pride  of  venged  divinity 
Pale  Pallas  swept  with  shrill  and  steely  clank. 

And  a  few  gurgling  bubbles  rose  where  her  boy  lover 
sank. 

And  the  mast  shuddered  as  the  gaunt  owl  flew 
With  mocking  hoots  after  the  wrathful  Queen, 

And  the  old  pilot  bade  the  trembling  crew 
Hoist  the  big  sail,  and  told  how  he  had  seen 

Close  to  the  stern  a  dim  and  giant  form. 

And  like  a  dipping  swallow  the  stout  ship  dashed  through 
the  storm. 

And  no  man  dared  to  speak  of  Charmides 

Deeming  that  he  some  evil  thing  had  wrought, 

And  when  they  reached  the  strait  Symplegades 

They  beached  their  galley  on  the  shore,  and  sought 

The  toll-gate  of  the  city  hastily, 

And  in  the  market  showed  their  brown  and  pictured 
pottery. 


IL 

But  some  good  Triton-god  had  ruth,  and  bare 
The  boy's  drowned  body  back  to  Grecian  land. 

And  mermaids  combed  his  dank  and  dripping  hair 
And  smoothed   his  brow,   and  loosed  his  clinching 
'  hand, 

Some  brought  sweet  spices  from  far  Araby, 

And  others  bade  the  halcyon  sing  her  softest  lullaby. 
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And  when  he  neared  his  old  Athenian  home^ 

A  mighty  billow  rose  up  suddenly 
Upon  whose  oily  back  the  clotted  foam 

Lay  diapered  in  some  strange  fantasy. 
And  clasping  him  unto  its  glassy  breast. 
Swept  landward,  like  a  white-maned  steed  upon  a  vent- 
urous quest! 

Now  where  Colon  os  leans  unto  the  sea 

There  lies  a  long  and  level  stretch  of  lawn, 

The  rabbit  knows  it,  and  the  mountain  bee 
For  it  deserts  Hymettus,  and  the  Faun 

Is  not  afraid,  for  never  through  the  day 

Comes  a  cry  ruder  than  the  shout  of  shepherd  lads  at 
play. 

But  often  from  the  thorny  labyrinth 
And  tangled  branches  of  the  circling  wood 

The  stealthy  hunter  sees  young  Hyacinth 
Hurling  the  polished  disk,  and  draws  his  hood 

Over  his  guilty  gaze,  and  creeps  away. 

Nor  dares  toVmd  his  horn,  or — else  at  the  first  break 
of  day 

The  Dryads  come  and  throw  the  leathern  ball 

Along  the  reedy  shore,  and  circumvent 
Some  goat-eared  Pan  to  be  their  seneschal 

For  fear  of  bold  Poseidon's  ravishment. 
And  loose  their  girdles,  with  shy  timorous  eyes. 
Lest  from  the  surf  his  azure  arms  and  purple  beard 

should  rise. 
On  this  side  and  on  that  a  rocky  cave. 

Hung  with  the  yellow-bell'd  laburnum,  stands, 
Smooth  is  the  beach,  save  where  some  ebbing  wave 

Leaves  its  faint  outline  etched  upon  the  sands. 
As  though  it  feared  to  be  too  soon  forgot 
By  the  green  rush,  its  playfellow, —and  yet,  it  is  a  spot 

So  small,  that  the  inconstant  butterfly 

Could  steal  the  hoarded  honey  from  each  flower 

Ere  it  was  noon,  and  still  not  satisfy 
Its  over-greedy  love, — within  an  hour 

A  sailor  boy,  were  he  but  rude  enow 

To  land  and  pluck  a  garland  for  his  galley's  painted 
prow. 
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Would  almost  leave  the  little  meadow  bare, 
For  it  knows  nothing  of  great  pageantry. 

Only  a  few  narcissi  here  and  there 
Stand  separate  in  sweet  austerity, 

Dotting  the  unmown  grass  with  silver  stars, 

And  here  and  there  a  daffodil  waves  tiny  scimetars. 

Hither  the  billow  brought  him,  and  was  glad 
Of  such  dear  servitude,  and  where  the  land 

Was  virgin  of  all  waters  laid  the  lad 
Upon  the  golden  margent  of  the  st4*and, 

And  like  a  lingering  lover  oft  returned 

To  kiss  those  pallid  limbs  which  once  with  intense  fire 
burned, 

Ere  the  wet  seas  had  quenched  that  holocaust, 
That  self-fed  flame,  that  passionate  lustihead. 

Ere  grisly  death  with  chill  and  nipping  frost 
Had  withered  up  those  lilies  white  and  red 

Which,  while  the  boy  would  through  the  forest  range. 

Answered  each   other  in  a  sweet  antiphonal  counter* 
change. 

And  when  at  dawn  the  wood-nymphs,  hand-in-hand, 
Threaded  the  bosky  dell,  their  satyr  spied 

The  boy's  pale  body  stretched  upon  the  sand. 
And  feared  Poseidon's  treachery,  and  cried. 

And  like  bright  sunbeams  flitting  through  a  glade, 

Each  startled  Dryad  sought  some  safe  and  leafy  ambus- 
cade. 

Save  one  white  girl,  who  deemed  it  would  not  be 
So  dread  a  thing  to  feel  a  sea-god's  arms 

Crushing  her  breasts  in  amorous  tyranny, 
And  longed  to  listen  to  those  subtle  charms 

Insidious  lovers  weave  when  they  would  win 

Some  fenced  fortress,  and  stole  back  again,  nor  thought 
it  sin 

To  yield  her  treasure  unto  one  so  fair. 
And  lay  beside  him,  thirsty  with  love's  drouth. 

Called  him  soft  names,  played  with  his  tangled  hair. 
And  with  hot  lips  make  havoc  of  his  mouth 

Afraid  he  might  not  wake,  and  then  afraid 

Lest  he  might  wake  too  soon,  fled  back,  and  then,  fond 
renegade. 
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Keturned  to  fresh  assault,  and  all  day  long 
Sat  at  his  side,  and  laughed  at  her  new  toy, 

And  held  ^his^  hand,  and  sang  her  sweetest  song. 
Then  frowned  to  see  how  froward  was  the  boy 

Who  would  not  with  her  maidenhood  entwine. 

Nor  knew  that  three  days  since  his  eyes  had  looked  on 
Proserpine, 

Nor  knew  what  sacrilege  his  lips  had  done. 
But  said,  *^  He  will  awake,  I  know  him  well. 

He  will  awake  at  evening  when  the  sun 
Hangs  his  red  shield  on  Corinth's  citadel. 

This  sleep  is  but  a  cruel  treachery 

To  make  me  love  him  more,  and  in  some  cavern  of  the 
sea 

Deeper  than  ever  falls  the  fisher's  line 

Already  a  huge  Triton  blows  his  horn. 
And  weaves  a  garland  from  the  crystalline 

And  drifting  ocean-tendrils  to  adorn 
The  emerald  pillars  of  our  bridal  bed. 
For  sphered  in  foaming  silver,  and  with  coral-crown6d 
head. 

We  two  will  sit  upon  a  throne  of  pearl. 

And  a  blue  wave  will  be  our  canopy. 
And  at  our  feet  the  water-snakes  will  curl 

In  all  their  amethystine  panoply 
Of  diamonded  mail,  and  we  will  mark 
The  mullets  swimming  by  the  mast  of  some  storm- 
foundered  bark. 

Vermilion-finned  with  eyes  of  bossy  gold 

Like  flakes  of  crimson  light,  and  the  great  deep 

His  glassy-portaled  chamber  will  unfold. 
And  we  will  see  the  painted  dolphins  sleep 

Cradled  by  murmuring  halcyons  on  the  rocks 

Where  Proteus  in  quaint  suit  of  green  pastures  his  mon- 
strous flocks. 

And  tremulous  opal  hued  anemones 
Will  wave  their  purple  fringes  where  we  tread 

Upon  the  mirrored  floor,  and  argosies 

Of  fishes  flecked  with  tawny  scales  will  thread 

The  drifting  cordage  of  the  shattered  wreck, 

And  honey-colored  amber  beads  our  twining  limbs  will 
'  deck." 
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But  when  that  baffled  Lord  of  War  the  Sun 

With  gaudy  pennon  flying  passed  away 
Into  his  brazen  House,  and  one  by  one 

The  little  yellow  stars  began  to  stray 
Across  the  field  of  heaven,  ah!  then  indeed 
She  feared  his  lips  upon  her  lips  would  never  care  to 
feed, 

And  cried,  "  Awake,  already  the  pale  moon 
Washes  the  trees  with  silver,  and  the  wave 

Creeps  gray  and  chilly  up  this  sandy  dune, 
The  croaking  frogs  are  out,  and  from  the  cave 

The  night-jar  shrieks,  the  fluttering  bats  repass. 

And  the  brown  stoat  with  hollow  flanks  creeps  through 
the  dusky  grass. 

Nay,  though  thou  art  a  God,  be  not  so  coy, 

For  in  yon  stream  there  is  a  little  reed 
That  often  whispers  how  a  lovely  boy 

Lay  with  her  once  upon  a  grassy  mead. 
Who  when  his  cruel  pleasure  he  had  done 
Spread  wings  of  rustling  gold  and  soared  aloft  into  the 

sun. 
Be  not  so  coy,  the  laurel  trembles  still 

With  great  Apollo's  kisses,  and  the  fir 
Whose  clustering  sisters  fringe  the  sea-ward  hill 

Hath  many  a  tale  of  that  bold  ravisher 
Whom  men  call  Boreas,  and  I  have  seen 
The  mocking  eyes  of  Hermes  through  the  poplar's  silvery 
sheen. 

Even  the  jealous  Naiads  call  me  fair. 
And  every  morn  a  young  and  ruddy  swain 

Wooes  me  with  apples  and  with  locks  of  hair. 
And  seeks  to  soothe  my  virginal  disdain 

By  al)  the  gifts  the  gentle  wood-nymphs  love; 

^ut  yesterday  he  brought  to  me  an  iris-plumaged  dove 

With  little  crimson  feet,  which  with  its  store 

Of  seven  spotted  eggs  the  cruel  lad 
Had  stolen  from  the  lofty  sycamore 

At  day-break,  when  her  amorous  comrade  had 
Fiown^off  in  search  of  berried  juniper 
Wiiich  most  they  love;  the  fretful  wasp,  that  earliest 
vintager 
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Of  the  blue  grapes,  hath  not  persistency 

So  constant  as  this  simple  shepherd-boy 
For  my  poor  lips,  his  Joyous  purity 

And  laughing  sunny  eyes  might  well  decoy 
A  Dryad  from  her  oath  to  Artemis; 
For  very  beautiful  is  he,  his  mouth  was  made  to 

His  argent  forehead,  like  a  rising  moon 

Over  the  dusky  hills  of  meeting  brows, 
Is  crescent  shaped,  the  hot  and  Tyrian  noon 

Leads  from  the  myrtle-grove  no  goodlier  spouse 
For  Cythersea,  the  first  silky  down 
Fringes  his  blushing  cheeks,  and  his  young  limbs  are 
strong  and  brown: 

And  he  is  rich,  and  fat  and  fleecy  herds 

Of  bleating  sheep  upon  his  meadows  lie. 
And  many  an  earthen  bowl  of  yellow  curds 

Is  in  his  homestead  for  the  thievish  fly 
To  swim  and  drown  in,  the  pink  clover  mead 
Keeps  its  sweet  store  for  him,  and  he  can  pipe  on  oaten 
reed. 

And  yet  I  love  him  not,  it  was  for  thee 

I  kept  my  love,  I  knew  that  thou  would'st  come 

To  rid  me  of  this  pallid  chastity; 

Thou  fairest  flower  of  the  flowerless  foam 

Of  all  the  wide  -^gean,  brightest  star 

Of  ocean's  azure  heavens  where  the  mirrored  planets  arel 

I  knew  that  thou  would'st  come,  for  when  at  first 
The  dry  wood  burgeoned,  and  the  sap  of  Spring 

Swelled  in  my  green  and  tender  bark  or  burst 
To  myriad  multitudinous  blossoming 

Which  mocked  the  midnight  with  its  mimic  moons 

That  did  not  dread  the  dawn,  and  first  the  thrushes' 
rapturous  tunes 

Startled  the  squirrel  from  its  granary. 
And  cuckoo  flowers  fringed  the  narrow  lane. 

Through  my  young  leaves  a  sensuous  ecstasy 
Crept  like  new  wine,  and  every  mossy  vein 

Throbbed  with  the  fitful  pulse  of  amorous  blood. 

And  the  wild  winds  of  passion  shook  my  slim  stem'g 
maidenhood. 
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The  trooping  fawns  at  evening  came  and  laid 
Their  cool  black  noses  on  my  lowest  boughs 

And  on  my  topmost  branch  the  blackbird  made 
A  little  nest  of  grasses  for  his  spouse, 

And  now  and  then  a  twittering  wren  would  light 

On  a  thin  twig  which  hardly  bare  the  weight  of 
such  delight. 

I  was  the  Attic  shepherd's  trysting  place, 

Beneath  my  shadow  Amaryllis  lay, 
And  round  my  trunk  would  laughing  Daphnis  chase 

The  timorous  girl,  till  tired  out  with  play 
She  felt  his  hot  breath  stir  her  tangled  hair. 
And  turned,  and  looked,  and  fled  no  more  from  such 
delightful  snare. 

Then  come  awaj^  unto  my  ambuscade 
Where  clustering  woodbine  weaves  a  canopy 

For  amorous  pleasaunce,  and  the  rustling  shade 
Of  Paphian  myrtles  seems  to  sanctify 

The  dearest  rites  of  love,  there  in  the  cool 

And  green  recesses  of  its  furthest  depth  there  is  a  pool. 

The  ouzel's  haunt,  the  wild  bee's  pasturage; 

For  round  its  rim  great  creamy  lilies  float 
Through  their  flat  leaves  in  verdant  anchorage. 

Each  cup  a  white- sailed  golden-laden  boat 
Steered  by  a  dragon-fly, — be  not  afraid 
To  leave  this  wan  and  wave-kissed  shore,  surely  the  place 
were  made. 

For  lovers  such  as  we,  the  Cyprian  Queen, 

One  arm  around  her  boyish  paramour. 
Strays  often  there  at  eve,  and  I  have  seen 

The  moon  strip  off  her  misty  vestiture 
For  young  Endymion's  eyes,  be  not  afraid, 

Tie  panther  feet  of  Dian  never  tread  that  secret  glade. 

Nay  if  thou  wil'st,  back  to  the  beating  brine. 

Back  to  the  boisterous  billow  let  us  go. 
And  walk  all  day  beneath  the  hyaline 

Huge  vault  of  Neptune's  watery  portico. 
And  watch  the  purple  monsters  of  the  deep 
Sport  in  ungainly  play,  and  from  his  lair  keen  Xiphiag 
leap. 
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For  if  my  mistress  find  me  lying  here 

She  will  not  ruth  or  gentle  pity  show, 
But  lay  her  boar-spear  down,  a:-id  with  austere 

Relentless  fingers  string  the  cornel  bow. 
And  draw  the  feathered  notch  against  her  breast, 
And  loose  the  arched  cord,  ay,  even  now  upon  the  quest 

I  hear  her  hurrying  feet, — awake,  awake, 
Thou  lags^ard  in  love's  battle!  once  at  least 

Let  me  drink  deep  of  passion's  wine,  and  slake 
My  parched  being  with  the  nectarous  feast 

Which  even  Gods  affect!  0  come  Love  come, 

Still  we  have  time  to  reach  the  cavern  of  thine  azure 
home." 

Scarce  had  she  spoken  when  the  shuddering  trees 
Shook,  and  the  leaves  divided,  and  the  air 

Grew  conscious  of  a  God,  and  the  gray  seas 

Crawled  backward,  and  a  long  and  dismal  blare 

Blew  from  some  tasseled  horn,  a  sleuth-hound  bayed, 

And  like  a  flame  a  barbed  reed  flew  whizzing  down  the 
glade.  ^ 

And  where  the  little  flowers  of  her  breast 
Just  brake  in  to  their  milky  blossoming. 

This  murderous  paramour,  this  unbidden  guest. 
Pierced  and  struck  deep  in  horrid  chambering, 

And  plowed  a  bloody  furrow  with  its  dart. 

And  dug  a  long  red  road,  and  cleft  with  winged  death 
her  heart. 

Sobbing  her  life  out  with  a  bitter  cry 

On  the  boy's  body  fell  the  Dryad  maid, 
Sobbing  for  incomplete  virginity. 

And  raptures  unenjoyed,  and  pleasures  dead. 
And  all  the  pain  of  things  unsatisfied, 
And  the  bright  drops  of  crimson  youth  crept  down  her 
throbbing  side. 

Ah!  pitiful  it  was  to  hear  her  moan, 

And  very  pitiful  to  see  her  die 
Ere  she  had  yielded  up  her  sweets,  or  known 

The  joy  of  passion,  that  dread  mystery 
Which  not  to  know  is  not  to  live  at  all. 
And  yet  to  know  is  to  be  held  in  death's  most  deadly 
thrall. 
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But  as  it  hapt  the  Queen  of  Cytliere, 

Who  with  Adonis  all  night  long  had  lain 
Within  some  shepherd's  hut  in  Arcady, 

On  team  of  silver  doves  and  gilded  wane 
Was  journeying  Paphos-ward,  high  up  afar 
From  mortal  ken  between  the  mountains  and  the  morn- 
ing star, 
And  when  low  down  she  spied  the  hapless  pair, 

And  heard  the  Oread's  faint  despairing  cry, 
Whose  cadence  seemed  to  play  upon  the  air 

As  though  it  were  a  viol,  hastily 
She  bade  her  pigeons  fold  each  straining  plume, 
And  dropt  to  earth,  and  reached  the  strand,  and  saw 
their  dolorous  doom. 

For  as  a  gardener  turning  back  his  head 
To  catch  the  last  notes  of  the  linnet,  mows 

With  careless  scythe  too  near  some  flower  bed. 
And  cuts  the  thorny  pillar  of  the  rose. 

And  with  the  flower's  loosened  loveliness 

Strews  the  brown  mold,  or  as  some  shepherd  lad  in 
wantonness 

Driving  his  little  flock  along  the  mead 

Treads  down  two  daffodils  which  side  by  side 

Have  lured  the  lady-bird  with  yellow  brede 
And  made  the  gaudy  moth  forget  its  pride. 

Treads  down  their  brimming  golden  chalices 

Under  light  feet  which  were  not  made  for  such  rude 
ravages. 

Or  as  a  schoolboy  tired  of  his  book 
Flings  himself  down  upon  the  reedy  grass 

And  plucks  two  water-lilies  from  the  brook. 
And  for  a  time  forgets  the  hour  glass, 

Then  wearies  of  their  sweets,  and  goes  his  way. 

And  lets  the  hot  sun  kill  them,  even  so  these  lovers  lay. 

And  Venus  cried,  "  It  is  di'ead  Artemis 

Whose  bitter  hand  hath  wrought  this  cruelty. 

Or  else  that  mightier  may  whose  care  it  is 
To  guard  her  strong  and  stainless  majesty 

Upon  the  hill  Athenian, — alas! 

That  they  who  loved  so  well  unloyed  into  Death's  house 
should  pass. 
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So  with  soft  hands  she  laid  the  boy  and  girl 

In  the  great  golden  wagon  tenderly, 
Her  white  throat  whiter  than  a  moony  pearl 

Just  threaded  with  a  blue  vein's  tapestry 
Had  not  yet  ceased  to  throb,  and  still  her  "breast 
Swayed  like  a  wind-stirred  lily  in  ambiguous  unrest. 

And  then  each  pigeon  spread  its  milky  van. 
The  bright  car  soared  into  the  dawning  sky. 

And  like  a  cloud  the  aerial  caravan 
Passed  over  the  ^gean  silently, 

Till  the  faint  air  was  troubled  with  the  song 

From  the  wan  mouths  that  call  on  bleeding  Thammuz 
all  night  long. 

But  when  the  doves  had  reached  their  wonted  goal 
Where  the  wide  stair  of  orbdd  marble  dips 

Its  snows  into  the  sea,  her  fluttering  soul 
Just  shook  the  trembling  petals  of  her  lips 

And  passed  into  the  void,  and  Venus  knew 

That  one  fair  maid  the  less  would  walk  amid  her  retinue^ 

And  bade  her  servants  carve  a  cedar  chest 

With  all  the  wonder  of  this  history. 
Within  whose  scented  womb  their  limbs  should  rest 

Where  olive-trees  make  tender  the  blue  sky 
On  the  low  hills  of  Paphos,  and  the  faun 
Pipes  in  the  noonday,  and  the  nightingale  sings  on  till 
dawn. 

Nor  failed  they  to  obey  her  best,  and  ere 

The  morning  bee  had  stung  the  daffodil 
With  tiny  fretful  spear,  or  from  its  lair 

The  waking  stag  had  leapt  across  the  rill 
And  roused  the  ousel,  or  the  lizard  crept 
Athwart  the  sunny  Tock,  beneath  the  grass  their  bodies 
slept. 

And  when  day  brake,  within  that  silver  shrine 

Fed  by  the  flames  of  cressets  tremulous. 
Queen  Venus  knelt  and  prayed  to  Proserpine 

That  she  whose  l»eauty  made  Death  amorous 
Should  beg  a  guerdon  £rom  her  pallid  Lord, 
And  let  desire  pass  across  dread  Charon's  icy  ford. 
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III, 

In  melancholy  moonless  Acheron, 

Far  from  the  goodly  earth  and  joyous  day. 

Where  no  spring  ever  buds,  nor  ripening  sun 
Weighs  down  the  apple  trees,  nor  flowery  May 

Checkers  with  chestnut  blooms  the  grassy  floor. 

Where  thrushes  never  sing,  and  piping  linnets  mate  bo 
more. 

There  by  a  dim  and  dark  Lethsean  well. 

Young  Oharmides  was  lying,  wearily 
He  plucked  the  blossoms  from  the  asphodel, 

And  with  its  little  rifled  treasury 
Strewed  the  dull  waters  of  the  dusky  stream, 
And  watched  the  white  stars  founder,  and  the  land  was 
like  a  dream. 

When  as  he  gazed  into  the  watery  glass 

And  through  his  brown  hair's  curly  tangles  scanned 
His  own  wan  face,  a  shadow  seemed  to  pass 

Across  the  mirror,  and  a  little  hand 
Stole  into  his,  and  warm  lips  timidly 
Brushed  his  pale  cheeks,  and  breathed  their  secret  forth 
into  a  sigh. 

Then  turned  he  around  his  weary  eyes  and  saWy 

And  ever  nigher  still  their  faces  came. 
And  nigher  ever  did  their  young  mouths  draw 

Until  they  seemed  one  perfect  rose  of  flame. 
And  longing  arms  around  her  neck  he  cast. 
And  felt  her  throbbing  bosom,  and  his  breath  came  hot 
and  fast. 

And  all  his  hoarded  sweets  were  hers  to  kiss, 

And  all  her  maidenhood  was  his  to  slay. 
And  limb  to  limb  in  long  and  rapturous  bliss 

Their  passion  waxed  and  waned, — 0  why  essay 
To  pipe  again  of  love  too  venturous  reed! 
IJnouglii,  enough  th^/t  ErOs  laughed  upon  that  fllowerlesf? 


34  POEMS    BY    OSCAR    WILDR 

Too  venturous  poesy  0  why  essay 

To  pipe  again  of  passion!  fold  thy  wings 

O'er  daring  Icarus  and  bid  thy  lay 

Sleep  hidden  in  the  lyre's  silent  strings. 

Till  thou  hast  found  the  old  Oastalian  rill, 

Or  from  the  Lesbian  waters  plucked  drowned  Sappho's 
golden  quill! 

Enough,  enough  that  he  whose  life  had  been 

A  fiery  pulse  of  sin,  a  splendid  shame. 
Could  in  the  loveless  land  of  Hades  glean 

One  scorching  harvest  from  those  fields  of  flame 
Where  passion  walks  with  naked  unshod  feet 
jLnd  is  not  wounded, — ah!  enough  that  once  their  lips 
could  meet 

In  that  wild  throb  when  all  existences 

Seem  narrowed  to  one  single  ecstasy 
Which  dies  through  its  own  sweetness  and  the  stress 

Of  too  much  pleasure,  ere  Persephone 
Had  bade  them  serve  her  by  the  ebon  throne 
Of  the  pale  God  who  in  the  fields  of  Enna  loosed  her 
zone. 


PANTHEA. 


Nay,  let  ns  walk  from  fire  unto  fire. 
From  passionate  pain  to  deadlier  delight,— 

I  am  too  young  to  live  without  desire, 

Too  young  art  thou  to  waste  this  summer  night 

Asking  those  idle  questions  which  of  old 

Man  sought  of  seer  and  oracle,  and  no  reply  was  told. 

For,  sweet,  to  feel  is  better  than  to  know, 

And  wisdom  is  a  childless  heritage, 
One  pulse  of  passion — youth's  first  fiery  glow, — 

Are  worth  the  hoarded  proverbs  of  the  sage: 
Vex  not  thy  soul  with  dead  philosophy. 
Have  we  not  lips  to  kiss  with,  hearts  to  love^  ^nd  eyes  t€ 
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Dost  thou  not  hear  the  murmuring  nightingale 

Like  water  bubbling  from  a  silver  jar, 
So  soft  she  sings  the  envious  moon  is  pale. 

That  high  in  heaven  she  is  hung  so  far 
She  cannot  hear  that  love-enraptured  tune, — 
Mark  how  she  wreathes  each  horn  with  mist,  yon  late 
and  laboring  moon. 

White  lilies,  in  whose  cups  the  gold  bees  dream. 
The  fallen  snow  of  petals  where  the  breeze 

Scatters  the  chestnut  blossom,  or  the  gleam 
Of  boyish  limbs  in  water, — are  not  these 

Enough  for  thee,  dost  thou  desire  more? 

Alas!  the  Gods  will  give  naught  else  from  their  eternal 
store. 

For  our  high  Gods  have  sick  and  wearied  grown 
Of  all  our  endless  sins,  our  vain  endeavor 

For  wasted  days  of  youth  to  make  atone 

By  pain  or  prayer  or  priest,  and  never,  never. 

Hearken  they  now  to  either  good  or  ill. 

But  send  their  rain  upon  the  just  and  the  unjust  at  wilL 

They  sit  at  ease,  our  Gods  they  sit  at  ease. 

Strewing  with  leaves  of  rose  their  scented  wine. 

They  sleep,  they  sleep,  beneath  the  rocking  trees 
Where  asphodel  and  yellow  lotus  twine. 

Mourning  the  old  glad  days  before  they  knew 

What  evil  things  the  heart  of  man  could  dream,  and 
dreaming  do. 

And  far  beneath  the  brazen  floor,  they  see 
Like  swarming  flies  the  crowd  of  little  men. 

The  bustle  of  small  lives,  then  wearily 
Back  to  their  lotus-haunts  they  turn  again 

Kissing  each  others  mouths,  and  mix  more  deep 

The  poppy-seeded  draught  which  brings  soft  purple* 
lidded  sleep. 

There  all  day  long  the  golden-vestured  sun. 

Their  torch-bearer,  stands  with  his  torch  a-blaze, 

And  when  the  gaudy  web  of  noon  is  spun 

By  its  twelve  maidens  through  the  crimson  haze 

Fresh  from  Endymion's  arms  comes  forth  the  moon, 

And  tho  immoi'tftl  Cfods  in  toils  of  mortal  paesione  ^wopjir 
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There  walks  Queen  Juno  through  some  dewy  mead 
Her  grand  white  feet  flecked  with  the  saffron  dust 

Of  wind-stirred  lilies,  while  young  Ganymede 
Lea]3S  in  the  hot  and  amber-foaming  must. 

His  curls  all  tossed,  as  when  the  eagle  bare 

The  frightened  boy  from  Ida  through  the  blue  Ionian  air. 

There  in  the  green  heart  of  some  garden  close 
Queen  Venus  with  the  shepherd  at  her  side, 

Her  warm  soft  body  like  the  brier  rose 

Which  would  be  white  yet  blushes  at  its  pride. 

Laughs  low  for  love,  till  jealous  Salmacis 

Peers  through  the  myrtle-leaves  and  sighs  for  pain  of 
lonely  bliss. 

There  never  does  that  dreary  north- wind  blow 
Which  leaves  our  English  forests  bleak  and  bare. 

Nor  ever  falls  the  swift  white-feathered  snow, 
N»r  doth  the  red-toothed  lightning  ever  dare 

To  wake  them  in  the  silver-fretted  night 

When  we  lie  weeping  for  some  sweet  sad  sin,  some  dead 
delight. 

Alas!  they  know  the  far  Lethaean  spring. 
The  violet-hidden  waters  well  they  know. 

Where  one  whose  feet  with  tired  wandering 
Are  faint  and  broken  may  take  heart  and  go, 

And  from  those  dark  depths  cool  and  crystalline 

Drink,  and  draw  balm,  and  sleep  for  sleepless  souls,  and 
anedyne. 

But  we  oppress  our  natures,  God  or  Fate 

Is  our  enemy,  we  starve  and  feed 
On  vain  repentance — 0  we  are  born  too  late! 

What  balm  for  us  in  bruised  poj^py  seed 
Who  crowd  into  one  finite  pulse  of  time 
The  joy  of  infinite  love  and  the  fierce  pain  of  infinite 

crime. 
0  we  are  wearied  of  this  sense  of  guilt, , 

Wearied  of  pleasure's  paramour  despair. 
Wearied  of  every  temple  we  have  built. 

Wearied  of  every  right,  unanswered  prayer. 
For  man  is  weak;  God  sleeps:  and  heaven  is  high: 
One  fiery-colored  moment:  one  great  love.;  m^  lo!  w^ 
(lie, 
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Ah!  but  no  ferry-man  with  laboring  pole 
Nears  his  black  shallop  to  the  flowerless  strand. 

No  little  coin  of  bronze  can  bring  the  soul 
Over  Death's  river  to  the  sunless  land. 

Victim  and  wine  and  vow  are  all  in  vain, 

The  tomb  is  sealed;  the  soldiers  watch;  the  dead  rise  not 
again. 

We  are  resolved  into  the  supreme  air, 
We  are  made  one  with  what  we  touch  and  see. 

With  our  heart's  blood  each  crimson  sun  is  fair. 
With  our  young  lives  each  spring-impassioned  tree 

Flames  into  green,  the  wildest  beasts  that  range 

The  moor  our  kinsmen  are,  all  life  is  one,  and  all  is 
change. 

With  beat  of  systole  and  of  diastole 

One  grand  great  life  throbs  through  earth's  giant  heart, 
And  mighty  waves  of  single  Being  roll 

From  nerve-less  germ  to  man,  for  we  are  part 
Of  every  rock  and  bird  and  beast  and  hill, 
One  with  the  things  that  prey  on  us,  and  one  with  what 
we  kill. 

From  lower  cells  of  waking  life  we  pass 

To  full  perfection;  thus  the  world  grows  old: 

We  who  are  godlike  now  were  once  a  mass 
Of  quivering  purple  flecked  with  bars  of  gold, 

Unsentient  or  of  joy  or  misery. 

And  tossed  in  terrible  tangles  of  some  wild  and  wind- 
swept sea. 

This  hot  hard  flame  with  which  our  bodies  burn 
Will  make  some  meadow  blaze  with  daffodil. 

Ay!  and  those  argent  breasts  of  thine  will  turn 
To  water-lilies;  the  brown  fields  men  till 

Will  be  more  fruitful  for  our  love  to-night, 

Nothing  is  lost  in  nature,   all  things  live  in  Death*! 
despite. 

The  boy's  first  kiss,  the  hyacin^.h's  first  bell. 
The  man's  last  passion,"and  the  last  red  spear 

That  fromihe  lily  leaps,  the  asphodel 

Which  will  not  let  its  blossoms  blow  for  fear 

Of  too  much  beauty,  and  the  timid  shame 

Of  the  young  bridegroom  at  his  lover's  eyes, — these  with 
the  same    ' 
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One  sacrament  are  consecrate,  the  earth 

Not  we  alone  hath  passions  hymeneal. 
The  yellow  buttercups  that  shake  for  mirth 

At  daybreak  know  a  pleasure  not  less  real 
Than  we  do,  when  in  some  fresh-blossoming  wood 
We  draw  the  spring  into  our  hearts,  and  feel  that  life  is 
good. 

So  when  men  bury  us  beneath  the  yew 
Thy  crimson-stained  mouth  a  rose  will  be. 

And  thy  soft  eyes  lush  bluebells  dimmed  with  dew. 
And  when  the  white  narcissus  wantonly 

Kisses  the  wind  its  playmate,  some  faint  joy 

Will  thrill  our  dust,  and  we  will  be  again  fond  maid  and 
boy. 

And  thus  without  life's  conscious  torturing  pain 
In  some  sweet  flower  we  will  feel  the  sun, 

And  from  the  linnet's  throat  will  sing  again, 
And  as  two  gorgeous-mailed  snakes  will  run 

Over  our  graves,  or  as  two  tigers  creep 

Through  the  hot  jungle  where  the  yellow-eyed  huge  lions 
sleep 

And  give  them  battle!    How  my  heart  leaps  up 
To  think  of  that  grand  living  after  death 

In  beast  and  bird  and  flower,  when  this  cup. 
Being  filled  too  full  of  spirit,  bursts  for  breath. 

And  with  the  pale  leaves  of  some  autumn' day 

The  soul  earth's  earliest  conqueror  becomes  earth's  last 
great  prey. 

0  think  of  it!    We  shall  inform  ourselves 
Into  all  sensuous  life,  the  goat-foot  Faun, 

The  Centaur,  or  the  merry  bright-eyed  Elves 
That  leave  their  dancing  rings  to  spite  the  dawn 

Upon  the  meadows,  shall  not  be  more  near 

Than  you  and  I  to  nature's  mysteries,  for  we  shall  hear 

The  thrush's  heart  beat,  and  the  daisies  grow. 
And  the  wan  snowdrop  sighing  for  the  sun 

On  sunless  days  in  winter,  we  shall  know 
By  whom  tlie  silver  gossamer  is  spun. 

Who  paints  the  diapered  fritillaries, 

On  what  wide  wings  from  shivering  pine  to  pine  the  eagle 
flies. 
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Ay  !  had  we  never  loved  at  all,  who  knows 

If  yonder  daffodil  had  lured  the  bee 
Into  its  gilded  womb,  or  any  rose 

Had  hung  with  crimson  lamps  its  little  tree! 
Methinks  no  leaf  would  ever  bud  in  spring, 
But  for  the  lovers'  lips  that  kiss,  the  poets'  lips  that  sing. 

Is  the  light  vanished  from  our  golden  sun. 
Or  is  this  daedal-fashioned  earth  less  fair. 

That  we  are  nature's  heritors,  and  one 
With  every  pulse  of  life  that  beats  the  air? 

Eather  new  suns  across  the  sky  shall  pass, 

New  splendor  come  unto  the  flower,  new  glory  to  the 
grass. 

And  we  two  lovers  shall  not  sit  afar, 

Critics  of  nature,  but  the  joyous  sea 
Shall  be  our  raiment,  and  the  bearded  star 

Shoot  arrows  at  our  pleasure!     We  shall  be 
Part  of  the  mighty  universal  whole. 
And  through  all  seons  mix  and  mingle  with  the  Kosmio 
Soul  I 

We  shall  be  notes  in  that  great  Symphony 
Whose  cadence  circles  through  the  rhythmic  spheres. 

And  all  the  live  World's  throbbing  heart  shall  be 
One  with  our  heart,  the  stealthy  creeping  years 

Have  lost  tlieir  terrors  now,  we  shall  not  die, 

The  Universe  itself  shall  be  our  Immortality! 


HUMANITAD. 


It  is  full  Winter  now:  the  trees  are  bare, 
Save  where  the  cattle  huddle  from  the  cold 

Beneath  the  pine,  for  it  doth  never  wear 
The  Autumn's  gaudy  livery  whose  gold 

Her  jealous  brother  pilfers,  but  is  true 

To  the  green  doublet;  bitter  is  the  wind,  as  though  it  blew 
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From  Saturn's  cave;  a  few  thin  wisps  of  hay 
Lie  on  the  sharp  black  hedges,  where  the  wain 

Bragged  the  sweet  pillage  of  a  summer's  day. 
From  the  low  meadows  up  the  narrow  lane; 

Upon  the  half-thawed  snow  the  bleating  sheep 

Press  close  against  the  hurdles,  and  the  shivering  house- 
dogs creep 

From  the  shut  stable  to  the  frozen  stream 

And  back  again  disconsolate,  and  miss 
The  T)awling  shepherds  and  the  noisy  team; 

And  overhead  in  circling  listlessness 
The  cawing  rooks  whirl  round  the  frosted  stack, 
Or  crowd   the  dripping  boughs;  and  in  the  fen  the  ice- 
pools  crack 

Where  the  gaunt  bittern  stalks  among  the  reeds 
And  flaps  his  wings,  and  stretches  back  his  neck, 

And  hoots  to  see  the  moon;  across  the  meads 
Limps  the  poor  frightened  hare,  a  little  speck; 

And  a  stray  seamew  with  its  fretful  cry 

Flits  like  a  sudden  drift  of  snow  against  the  dull  gray  sky. 

Full  winter:  and  the  lusty  goodman  brings 

His  load  of  fagots  from  the  chilly  byre. 
And  stamps  his  feet  upon  the  hearth,  and  flings 

The  sappy  billets  on  the  waning  fire, 
And  laughs  to  see  the  sudden  lightening  scare 
His  children  at  their  play;  and  yet, — the  Spring  is  in  the 
air. 

Already  the  slim  crocus  stirs  the  snow, 

And  soon  yon  blanched  fields  will  bloom  again 

With  nodding  cowslips  for  some  lad  to  mow. 
For  with  the  first  warm  kisses  of  the  rain 

The  winter's  icy  sorrow  breaks  to  tears. 

And  the  brown  thrushes  mate,  and  with  bright  eyes  the 
rabbit  peers 

From  the  dark  warren  where  the  fir-cones  lie. 
And  treads  one  snowdrop  under  foot,  and  runs 

Over  the  mossy  knoll,  and  blackbirds  fly 
Across  our  path  at  evening,  and  the  suns 

Stay  longer  with  ns;  ah!  how  good  to  see 

Grass-girdled  Spring  in  all  her  joy  of  laughing  greenery 
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Dance  tlirongli  the  Iiedii;cs  till  tlie  eiirly  rose, 
(That  sweet  repentance  of  the  thorny  briar!) 

Burst  from  its  sheathed  emerald  and  disclose 
The  little  quivering  disk  of  golden  fire 

Which  the  bees  know  so  well,  for  with  it  come 

Pale  boys-love,  sops-in-wine,  and  daffadillies  all  in  bloom. 

Then  up  and  down  the  field  the  sower  goes. 
While  close  behind  the  laughing  younker  scares. 

With  shrilly  whoop  the  black  and  thievish  crows^ 
And  then  the  chestnut- tree  its  glory  wears, 

And  on  the  grass  the  creamy  olossom  falls 

In  odorous  excess,  and  faint  half- whispered  madrigals 

Steal  from  the  bluebells'  nodding  carillons 
Each  breezy  morn,  and  then  white  jessamine. 

That  star  of  its  own  heaven,  snapdragons 
With  lolling  crimson  tongues,  and  eglantine 

In  dusty  velvets  clad  usurp  the  bed 

And  woodland  empery,  and  when  the  lingering  rose  hath 
shed 

Eed  leaf  by  leaf  its  folded  panoply, 
And  pansies  closed  their  purple-lidded  eyes. 

Chrysanthemums  from  gilded  argosy 

Unload  their  gaudy  scentless  merchandise 

And  violets  getting  overbold  withdraw 

From  their  shy  nooks,  and  scarlet  berries  dot  the  leafless 
haw. 

0  happy  field!  and  0  thrice  happy  tree! 

Soon  will  your  queen  in  daisy-flowered  smock 
And  crown  of  flower-de-luce  trip  down  the  lea. 

Soon  will  the  lazy  shepherds  drive  their  flock 
Back  to  the  pasture  by  the  pool,  and  soon 
Through  the  green  leaves  will  float  the  hum  of  murmur- 
ing bees  at  noon. 

Soon  will  the  glade  be  bright  with  bellamour, 
The  flower  which  wantons  love,  and  those  sweet  nuns 

Vale -lilies  in  their  snowy  vestiture 

Will  tell  their  beaded  pearls,  and  carnations 

With  mitered  dusky  leaves  will  scent  the  wind, 

And  straggling  traveler's  joy  each  hedge  with  yellow  stars 
will  bind. 
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Dear  Bride  of  Nature  and  most  bounteous  Spring! 

That  can'st  give  increase  to  the  sweet-breath'd  kine, 
And  to  the  kid  its  little  horns,  and  bring 

The  soft  and  silky  blossoms  to  the  vine, 
Where  is  that  old  nepenthe  which  of  yore 
Man  got  from  poppy  root  and  glossy-berried  mandragorel 

There  was  a  time  when  any  common  bird 

Could  make  me  sing  in  unison,  a  time 
When  all  the  strings  of  boyish  life  were  stirred 

To  quick  response  or  more  melodious  rhyme 
By  every  forest  idyll; — do  I  change? 
Or  rather  doth  some  evil  thing  through  thy  fair  pleasaunce 
range? 

Nay,  nay,  thou  art  the  same:  ^tis  I  who  seek 

To  vex  with  sighs  thy  simple  solitude, 
And  because  fruitless  tears  bedew  my  cheek 

Would  have  thee  weep  with  me  in  brotherhood; 
Fool!  shall  each  wronged  and  restless  spirit  dare 
To  taint  such  wine  with  the  salt  poison  of  his  own 
despair! 

Thou  art  the  same:  'tis  I  whose  wretched  soul 

Takes  discontent  to  be  its  paramour, 
And  gives  its  kingdom  to  the  rude  control 

Of  what  should  be  its  servitor, — for  sure 
Wisdom  is  somewhere,  though  the  stormy  sea 
Contain  it  not,  and  the  huge  deep  answer  "'Tis  not  in 


To  burn  with  one  clear  flame,  to  stand  erect 

In  natural  honor,  not  to  bend  the  knee 
In  profitless  prostrations  whose  effect 

Is  by  itself  c©ndemned.  what  alchemy 
Can  teach  me  this?  what  herb  Medea  brewed 
Will  bring  the  unexultant  peace  of  essence  not  subdued? 

The  minor  chord  which  ends  the  harmony, 

And  for  its  answering  brother  waits  in  vain,  *' 

Sobbing  for  incompleted  melody 

Dies  a  Swan's  death;  but  I  the  heir  of  pain 

A  silent  Memnon  with  blank  lidless  eyes 

Wait  for  the  light  and  music  of  those  suns  which  never 
rise. 
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The  quenched-out  torch,  the  lonely  cypress-gloom. 

The  little  dust  stored  in  the  narrow  urn. 
The  gentle  XAIPE  of  the  Attic  tomb,— 

Were  not  these  better  far  than  to  return 
To  my  old  fitful  restless  malady, 
Or  spend  my  days  within  the  voiceless  cave  of  misery? 

Nay!  for  perchance  that  poppy- crowned  God 

Is  like  the  watcher  by  a  sick  man's  bed 
Who  talks  of  sleep  but  gives  it  not;  his  rod 

Hath  lost  its  virtue,  and,  when  all  is  said. 
Death  is  too  rude,  too  obvious  a  key 
To  solve  one  single  secret  in  a  life's  philosophy. 

And  Love!  that  noble  madness,  whose  august 

And  inextinguishable  might  can  slay 
The  soul  with  honeyed  drugs, — alas!  I  must 

From  such  sweet  ruin  play  the  runaway, 
Although  too  constant  memory  never  can 
Forget  Ihe  arched  splendor  of  those  brows  Olympian 

Which  for  a  little  season  made  my  youth 

So  soft  a  swoon  of  exquisite  indolence 
That  all  the  chiding  of  more  prudent  Truth 

Seemed  the  thin  voice  of  jealousy, — 0  Hence 
Thou  huntress  deadlier  than  Artemis! 
Go  seek  some  other  quarry!  for  of  thy  too  perilous  bliss 

My  lips  have  drunk  enough, — no  more,  no  more, — 
Though  Love  himself  should  turn  his  gilded  prow 

Back  to  the  troubled  waters  of  this  shore 
Where  I  am  wrecked  and  stranded,  even  now 

The  chariot  wheels  of  passion  sweep  too  near. 

Hence!    Hence!   I  pass  unto  a  life  more  barren,  mor© 
austere. 

More  barren — ay,  those  arms  will  never  lean 

Down  through  the  trellised  vines  and  draw  my  soul 

In  sweet  reluctance  through  the  tangled  green; 
Some  other  head  must  wear  that  aureole, 

For  I  am  Hers  who  loves  not  any  man 

Whose  wl^ite  and   stainless  bosom  bears  the  sign  Gor- 
gonian. 
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Let  Venus  go  and  chuck  her  dainty  page. 
And  kiss  his  mouth,  and  toss  his  curly  hair. 

With  net  and  spear  and  hunting  equipage 
Let  young  Adonis  to  his  tryst  repair, 

But  me  her  fond  and  subtle-fashioned  spell 

Delights  no  more,  though  I  could  win  her  dearest  citadel. 

Ay,  though  I  were  that  laughing  shepherd  boy 
Who  from  Mount  Ida  saw  the  little  cloud 

Pass  over  Tenedos  and  lofty  Troy 
And  knew  the  coming  of  the  Queen,  and  bowed 

In  wonder  at  her  feet,  not  for  the  sake 

Of  a  new  Helen  would  I  bid  her  hand  the  apple  take. 

Then  rise  supreme  Athena  argent-limbed! 

And,  if  my  lips  be  musicless,  inspire 
At  least  my  life:  was  not  thy  glory  hymned 

By  One  who  gave  to  thee  his  sword  and  lyre 
Like  ^schylus  at  well-fought  Marathon, 
And  died  to  show  that  Milton's  England  still  could  bear 
a  soe' 

And  yet  I  cannot  tread  the  Portico 

And  live  without  desire,  fear  and  pain. 
Or  nurture  that  wise  calm  which  long  ago 

The  grave  Athenian  master  taught  to  men, 
Self-poised,  self-centered,  and  self-comforted, 
To  watch  the  world's  vain  phantasies  go  by  with  unbowed 
head. 

Alas!  that  serene  brow,  those  eloquent  lips. 

Those  eyes  that  mirrored  all  eternity. 
Rest  in  their  own  Oolonos,  an  eclipse 

Hath  come  on  Wisdom,  and  Mnemosyne 
Is  childless;  in  the  night  which  she  had  made 
For  lofty  secure  flight  Athena's  owl  itself  hath  strayed. 

Nor  much  with  Science  do  I  care  to  climb, 
x\lthough  by  strange  and  subtle  witchery 

She  draw  the  moon  from  heaven:  the  Muse  of  Time 
Unrolls  her  gorgeous-colored  tapestry 

To  no  less  eager  eyes;  often  indeed 

In  the  great  epic  of  Polymnia's  scroll  I  love  to  read 
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How  Asia  sent  her  myriad  hosts  to  war 

Against  a  little  town,  and  panoplied 
In  gilded  mail  with  jeweled  scimiter. 

White-shielded,  purple-crested,  rode  the  Mode 
Between  the  waving  poplars  and  the  sea 
Which  men  call  Artemisium^  till  he  saw  ThermopylaB 

Its  steep  ravine  spanned  by  a  narrow  wall, 

And  on  the  nearer  side  a  little  brood 
Of  careless  lions  holding  festival! 

And  stood  amazed  at  such  hardihood, 
And  pitched  his  tent  upon  the  reedy  shore, 

And  stayed  two  days  to  wonder,  and  then  crept  at 
midnight  o'er 

Some  unfrequented  height,  and  coming  down 

The  autumn  forests  treacherously  slew 
What  Sparta  held  most  dear  and  was  the  crown 

Of  far  Eurotas,  and  passed  on,  nor  knew 
How  God  had  staked  an  evil  net  for  him 

In  the  small  bay  of  Salamis, — and  yet,  the  pag^e  grows 
dim. 

Its  cadenced  Greek  delights  me  not,  I  feel 
With  such  a  goodly  time  too  out  of  tune 

To  love  it  much:  for  like  the  Dial's  wheel 
That  from  its  blinded  darkness  strikes  the  noon 

Yet  never  sees  the  sun,  so  do  my  eyes 
Eestlessly  follow  that  which  from  my  cheated  vision 


0  for  one  grand  unselfish  simple  life 

To  teach  us  what  is  Wisdom !  speak  ye  hills 

Of  lone  Helvelljn,  for  this  note  of  strife 
Shunned  your  untroubled  crags  and  crystal  rills,' 

Where  is  that  Spirit  which  living  blamelessly 

Yet  dared  to  kiss  the  smitten  mouth  of  his  own  century! 

Speak  ye  Eydalian  laurels!  where  is  He 

Whose  gentle  head  ye  sheltered,  that  pure  soul 

Whose  gracious  days  of  uncrowned  majesty 

Through  loAvliest  conduct  touched  the  lofty  goal 

Where  Lov«  and  Duty  mingle!  Him  at  least 

The  most  high  Jj^ws  were  glad  of,  he  had  sat  at  Wisdom's 
feast. 
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0  guard  him,  guard  him  well,  my  Giotto's  tower. 
Let  some  young  Florentine  each  eventide 

Bring  coronals  of  that  enchanted  flower 
Which  the  dim  woods  of  Vallombrosa  hide, 

And  deck  the  marble  tomb  wherein  he  lies 

Whose  soul  is  as  some  mighty  orb  unseen  of  mortri 
eyes. 

Some  mighty  orb  whose  cycled  wanderings. 
Being  tempest-driven  to  the  furthest  rim 

Where  Chaos  meets  Creation  and  the  wings 
Of  the  eternal  chanting  Cherubim 

Are  pavilioned  on  Nothing,  passed  away 

Into  a  moonless  void — and  yet,  though  he  is  dust  and 
clay, 

He  is  not  dead,  the  immemorial  Fates 
Forbid  it,  and  the  closing  shears  refrain. 

Lift  up  your  heads  ye  everlasting  gates! 
Ye  argent  clarions  sound  a  loftier  strain! 

For  the  vile  thing  he  hated  lurks  within 

Its  somber  house,  alone  with  God  and  memories  of  sin. 

Still  what  avails  it  that  she  sought  her  cave 
That  murderous  mother  of  red  harlotries? 

At  Munich  on  the  marble  architrave 

The  Grecian  boys  die  smiling,  butjhe  seas 

Which  wash  ^gina  fret  in  loneliness 

Not  mirroring  their  beauty,  so  our  lives  grow  colorless 

For  lack  of  our  ideals,  if  one  star 

Flame  torch-like  in  the  heavens  the  unjust 

Swift  daylight  kills  it,  and  no  trump  of  war 
Can  wake  to  passionate  voice  the  silent  dust 

Which  was  Mazzini  once!  richNiobe 

For  all  her  stony  sorrows  hath  her  sons,  but  Italy! 

What  Easter  Day  shall  make  her  children  rise. 
Who  were  not  Gods  yet  suffered?  what  sure  feet 

Shall  find  their  graveclothes  folded?  what  clear  eyes 
Shall  see  them  bodily?     0  it  were  meet 

To  roll  the  stone  from  off  the  sepulcher 

And  kiss  the  bleeding  roses  of  their  wounds,  in  love  o| 
Her. 
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Our  Italy!  our  mother  visible! 

Most  blessed  among  nations  and  most  sad, 
For  whose  dear  sake  the  young  Calabrian  fell 

That  day  at  Aspromonte  and  was  glad 
That  in  an  age  when  God  was  bought  and  sold 

One  man  could  die  for  Liberty!  but  we,  burnt  out  and 
cold. 

See  Honor  smitten  on  the  cheek  and  gyves 

Bind  the  sweet  feet  of  Mercy:  Poverty 
Creeps  through  our  sunless  lanes  and  with  sharp  knives 

Cuts  the  warm  throats  of  children  stealthily, 
And  no  word  said: — 0  we  are  wretched  men 
Unworthy  of  our  great  inheritance!  where  is  the  pen 

Of  austere  Milton  ?  where  the  mighty  sword 
Which  slew  its  master  righteously?  the  years 

Have  lost  their  ancient  leader,  and  no  word 
Breaks  from  the  voiceless  tripod  on  our  ears: 

"While  as  a  ruined  mother  in  some  spasm 

Bears  a  base  child  and  loathes  it,  so  our  best  enthusiasm 

Genders  unlawful  children,  Anarchy 

Freedom's  own  Judas,  the  vile  prodigal 
License  who  steals  the  gold  of  Liberty 

And  yet  has  nothing.  Ignorance  the  real 
One  Fratricide  since  Cam,  Envy  the  asp 
That  stings  itself  to  anguish.  Avarice  whose  palsied  grasp 

Is  in  its  extent  stiffened,  moneyed  Greed 
For  whose  dull  appetite  men  waste  away 

Amid  the  whirr  of  wheels  and  are  the  seed 

Of  things  which  slay  their  sower,  these  each  day 

Sees  rife  in  England,  and  the  gentle  feet 

Of  Beauty  tread  no  more  the  stones  of  each  unlovely 
street. 

What  even  Cromwell  spared  is  desecrated 
By  weed  and  worm,  left  to  the  stormy  play 

Of  wind  and  beating  snow,  or  renovated 
By  more  destructful  hands:  Time's  worst  decay 

Will  wreathe  its  ruins  with  some  loveliness. 

But  these  new  Vandals  can  but  make  a  rainproof  barren- 
ness. 
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Where  is  that  Art  which  bade  the  Angels  sing 
Through  Lincoln's  lofty  choir,  till  the  air 

Seems  from  such  marble  harmonies  to  ring 
With  sweeter  song  than  common  lips  can  dare 

To  draw  from  actual  reed?  ah!  where  is  now 

The  cunning  hand  which  made  the  flowering  hawthorn 
branches  bow. 

For  Southwell's  arch,  and  carved  the  House  of  One 

Who  loved  the  lilies  of  the  field  with  all 
Our  dearest  English  flowers?  the  same  sun 

Rises  for  us:  the  seasons  natural 
Weave  the  same  tapestry  of  green  and  gray: 
The  unchanged  hills  are  with  us:  but  that  Spirit  hath 
passed  away. 

And  yet  perchance  it  may  be  better  so, 

For  Tyranny  is  an  incestuous  Queen, 
Murder  her  brother  is  her  bedfellow. 

And  the  Plague  chambers  with  her:  in  obscene 
And  bloody  paths  her  treacherous  feet  are  set; 
Better  the  empty  desert  and  a  soul  inviolate! 

For  gentle  brotherhood,  the  harmony 

Of  Jiving  in  the  healthful  air,  the  swift 
Clean  beauty  of  strong  limbs  when  men  are  free 

And  women  chaste,  these  are  the  things  which  lift 
Our  souls  up  more  than  even  Agnolo's 
Gaunt  blinded  Sibyl  poring  o'er  the  scroll  of  human  woes. 

Or  Titian's  little  maiden  on  the  stair 
White  as  her  own  sweet  lily  and  as  tall. 

Or  Mona  Lisa  smiling  through  her  hair,— 

Ah!  somehow  life  is  bigger  after  all 
Than  any  painted  angel  could  we  see 
The  God  that  is  within  us!    The  old  Greek  serenity. 

Which  curbs  the  passion  of  that  level  line 
Of  marble  youths,  who  with  untroubled  eyes 

And  chastened  limbs  ride  round  Athena's  shrine 
And  mirror  her  divine  economies, 

And  balanced  symmetry  of  what  in  man 

Would  else  wage  ceaseless  warfare, — this  at  least  within 
the  span 
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Between  our  mother's  kisses  and  the  grave 
Might  so  inform  our  lives,  that  we  could  win 

Such  mighty  empires  that  from  her  cave 
Temptation  would  grow  hoarse,  and  pallid  Sin 

Would  walk  ashamed  of  his  adulteries. 

And  Passion  creep  from  out  the  House  of  Lust  mil 
startled  eyes. 

To  make  the  Body  and  the  Spirit  one 

With  all  right  things,  till  no  thing  live  in  vain 

From  morn  to  noon,  but  in  sweet  unison 
With  every  pulse  of  flesh  and  throb  of  brain 

The  Soul  in  flawless  essence  high  enthroned. 

Against  all  outer  vain  attack  invincibly  bastioned. 

Mart:  with  serene  impartiality 

The  strife  of  things,  and  yet  be  comforted. 
Knowing  that  by  the  chain  causality 

All  separate  existences  are  wed 
Into  one  supreme  whole,  whose  utterance 
Is  joy,  or  holier  praise!  ah!  surely  this  were  governanoe 

Of  life  in  most  august  omnipresence. 

Through  which  the  rational  intellect  would  find 

In  passion  its  expression,  and  mere  sense. 
Ignoble  else,  lend  fire  to  the  mind. 

And  being  joined  with  in  harmony 

More  mystical  than  that  which  binds  the  stars  planetary, 

Strike  from  their  several  tones  one  octave  chord 
Whose  cadence  being  measureless  would  fly 

Through  all  the  circling  spheres,  then  to  its  Lord 
Eeturn  refreshed  with  its  new  empery 

And  more  exultant  power, — this  indeed 

Could  we  but  reach  it  were  to  find  the  last,  the  perfect  creed. 

Ah!  it  was  easy  when  the  world  was  young 

To  keep  one's  life  free  and  inviolate. 
From  our  sad  lips  another  song  is  rung, 

By  our  own  hands  our  heads  are  desecrate, 
Wanderers  in  drear  exile,  and  dispossessed 
Of  what  should  be  our  own,  we  can  but  feed  on  wild 
unrest. 
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Somehow  the  grace,  the  bloom  of  things  has  flown. 
And  of  all  men  we  are  most  wretched  who 

Must  live  each  other's  lives  and  not  our  own 
For  very  pity's  sake  and  then  undo 

And  that  we  live  for— it  was  otherwise 

When  soul  and  body  seemed  to  blend  in  mystic  sym- 
phonies. 

But  we  have  left  those  gentle  haunts  to  pass 

With  weary  feet  to  the  new  Calvary, 
Where  we  behold,  as  one  who  in  a  glass 

Sees  his  own  face,  self-slain  Humanity, 
And  in  the  dumb  reproach  of  that  sad  gaze 
Learn  what  an  awful  phantom  the  red  hand  of  man  can 
raise. 

0  smitten  mouth!     0  forehead  crowned  with  thorn! 

0  chalice  of  ail  common  miseries! 
Thou  for  our  sakes  that  loved  thee  not  hast  borne 

An  agony  of  endless  centuries. 
And  we  were  vain  and  ignorant  nor  knew 
That  when  we  stabbed  thy  heart  it  was  our  own  real 
hearts  we  slew. 

Being  ourselves  the  sowers  and  the  seeds^ 
The  niglit  that  covers  and  the  lights  that  fade. 

The  spear  that  pierces  and  the  side  that  bleeds. 
The  lips  betraying  and  the  life  betrayed; 

The  deep  hath  calm:  the  moon  hath  rest:  but  we 

Lords  of  the  natural  world  are  yet  our  own  dread  enemy. 

Is  this  the  end  of  all  that  primal  force 
Which,  in  its  changes  being  still  the  same. 

From  eyeless  Chaos  cleft  its  upward  course. 

Through  ravenous  seas  and  whirling  rocks  and  flame. 

Till  the  suns  met  in  heaven  and  began 

Their  cycles,  and  the  morning  stars  sang,  and  the  Word 
was  Man! 


Nay,  nay,  we  are  but  crucified,  and  though 

The  bloody  sweat  falls  from  our  brows  like  rain. 

Loosen  the  nails — we  shall  come  down  I  know, 
Stanch  the  red  wounds — we  shall  be  whole  again. 

No  need  hava  we  of  hyssop-laden  rod. 

That  which  is  purely  human,  that  is  Godlike,  thut  ia 
Go4. 
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-       SONNET  TO  LIBERTY. 

Not  that  I  love  thy  children,  whose  dull  eyes 

See  nothing  save  their  own  unlovely  woe, 

Whose  minds  know  nothing,  nothing  care  to  knoWj- 

But  that  the  roar  of  thy  Democracies, 

Thy  reigns  of  Terror,  thy  great  Anarchies, 

Mirror  my  wildest  passions  like  the  sea, — 

And  give  my  rage  a  brother !     Liberty! 

For  this  sake  only  do  thy  dissonant  cries 
Delight  my  discreet  soul,  else  might  all  kings 
By  bloody  knout  or  treacherous  cannonades 
Eob  nations  of  their  rights  inviolate 
And  I  remain  unmoved — and  yet,  and  yet, 
These  Christs  that  die  upon  the  barricades, 
God  knows  it  I  am  with  them,  in  some  things. 


AVE  IMPERATRIX. 

Set  m  this  stormy  Northern  sea. 
Queen  of  these  restless  fields  of  tide, 

England!  what  shall  men  say  of  thee. 
Before  whose  feet  the  worlds  divide? 

The  earth,  a  brittle  globe  of  glass, 
Lies  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand. 

And  -through  its  heart  of  crystal  pass, 
Like  shadows  through  a  twilight  land, 

The  spears  of  crimson-suited  war. 

The  long  white-crested  waves  of  fight. 

And  all  the  deadly  fires  which  are 
The  torches  of  the  lords  of  Night. 

The  yellow  leopards,  strained  and  lean, 
The  treacherous  Russian  knows  so  well. 

With  gaping  blackened  jaws  are  seen 
Leap  through  the  hail  of  screaming  shell. 

The  strong  sea-lion  of  England's  wars 
Hath  left  his  sapphire  cave  of  sea. 

To  battle  with  the  storm  that  mars 
The  star  of  England's  chivalry. 
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The  brazen-throated  clarion  blows 

Across  the  Pathan's  reedy  fen. 
And  the  high  steeps  of  Indian  snowf 

Shake  to  the  tread  of  arm^d  men. 

And  many  an  Afghan  chief,  who  lies 

Beneath  his  cool  pomegranate-trees. 
Clutches  his  sword  in  fierce  surmise 

When  on  the  mountain-side  he  sees 

The  fleet-foot  Marri  scout,  who  eomes 

To  tell  how  he  hath  heard  afar 
The  measured  roll  of  English  drums 

Beat  at  the  gates  of  Kandahar. 

For  southern  wind  and  east  wind  meet 
Where,  girt  and  crowned  by  sword  and  fire, 

England  with  bare  and  bloody  feet 
Climbs  the  steep  road  of  wide  empire. 

0  lonely  Himalayan  height, 

G-ray  pillar  of  the  Indian  sky. 
Where  saw'st  thou  last  in  clanging  fight. 

Our  winged  dogs  of  Victory? 

The  almond  groves  of  Samarcand, 

Bokhara,  where  red  lilies  blow. 
And  Oxus,  by  whose  yellow  sand 

The  grave  white-turbaned  merchants  go: 

And  on  from  thence  to  Ispahan, 

The  gilded  garden  of  the  sun. 
Whence  the  long  dusty  caravan 

Brings  cedar  and  vermilion; 

And  that  dread  city  of  Cabool 

Set  at  the  mountain's  scarped  feet. 
Whose  marble  tanks  are  ever  full 

With  water  for  the  noonday  heat: 

Where  through  the  narrow  straight  Bazaar 

A  little  maid  Circassian 
Is  led,  %  present  from  the  Czar 

Unto  some  old  and  bearded  khan,-^ 
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Here  have  our  wild  war-eagles  flown, 
And  flapped  wide  wings  in  fiery  fight; 

But  the  sad  dove,  that  sits  alone 
In  England  — she  hath  no  delight. 

In  vain  the  laughing  girl  will  lean 
To  greet  her  love  with  love-lit  eyes: 

Down  in  some  treacherous  black  ravine, 
Clutching  his  flag,  the  dead  boy  lies. 

And  many  a  moon  and  sun  will  see 
The  lingering  wistful  children  wait 

To  climb  upon  their  father's  knee; 
And  in  each  house  made  desolate 

Pale  women  who  have  lost  their  lord 
Will  kiss  the  relics  of  the  slain — 

Some  tarnished  epaulet — some  sword — 
Poor  toys  to  soothe  such  anguished  pain* 

For  not  in  quiet  English  fields 
Are  these,  our  brothers,  lain  to  rest. 

Where  we  might  deck  their  broken  shields 
With  all  the  flowers  the  dead  lore  best. 

For  some  are  by  the  Delhi  walls, 
And  many  in  the  Afghan  land, 

And  many  where  the  Ganges  falls 
Through  seven  months  of  shifting  sand. 

And  some  in  Eussian  waters  lie, 
And  others  in  the  seas  which  are 

The  portals  to  the  East,  or  by 
The  wind-swept  heights  of  Trafalgar. 

0  wandering  graves!     0  restless  sleep! 

0  silence  of  the  sunless  day! 
0  still  ravine!     0  stormy  deep! 

Give  up  your  prey!    Give  up  your  prey! 

And  thou  whose  wounds  are  never  healed. 
Whose  weary  race  is  never  won, 

0  Cromwell's  England!  must  thou  yield 
For  every  inch  of  ground  a  son? 
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Go!  crown  wit:h  thorns  thy  gold-crowned  head. 

Change  thy  glad  song  to  song  of  pain; 
Wind  and  wild  wave  have  got  thy  dead. 

And  will  not  yield  them  back  again. 

Wave  and  wild  wind  and  foreign  shore 

Possess  the  flower  of  English  land — 
Lips  that  tiiy  lips  shall  kiss  no  more. 

Hands  that  shall  never  clasp  thy  handc 

What  profit  now  that  we  have  bound 
The  whole  round  world  with  nets  of  gold. 

If  hidden  in  our  heart  is  found 
The  care  that  groweth  never  old? 

What  profit  that  our  galleys  ride. 

Pine-forest-like,  on  every  main? 
Ruin  and  wreck  are  at  our  side. 

Grim  warders  of  the  House  of  pain. 

Where  are  the  brave,  the  strong,  the  fleet? 

Where  is  our  English  chivalry? 
Wild  grasses  are  their  burial-sheet. 

And  sobbing  waves  their  threnody. 

0  loved  ones  lying  far  away. 
What  word  of  love  can  dead  lips  send! 

0  wasted  dust!  0  senseless  clay! 
Is  this  the  end!  is  this  the  end! 

Peace,  peace !  we  wrong  the  noble  dead 

To  vex  their  solemn  slumber  so: 
Though  childless,  and  with  thorn-crowned  head. 

Up  the  steep  road  must  England  go. 

Yet  when  this  fiery  web  is  spun. 

Her  Avatchmen  shall  descry  from  far 
The  young  Republic  like  a  sun 

Rise  from  these  crimson  seas  of  war. 
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TO  MILTON. 

Miltoit!  I  think  thy  spirit  hath  passed  away 
From  these  white  cliffs,  and  high- embattled  towers^ 
This  gorgeous  fiery-  colored  woi-ld  of  ours 

Seems  fallen  into  ashes  dull  and  gray, 

And  the  age  changed  unto  a  mimic  play 

Wherein  we  waste  our  else  too-crowded  hours: 
For  all  our  pomp  and  pageantry  and  powers 

We  are  but  fit  to  delve  the  common  clay, 

Seeing  this  little  isle  on  which  we  stand, 
This  England,  this  sea-lion  of  the  sea, 
By  ignorant  demagogues  is  held  in  fee. 

Who  love  her  not:  Dear  G-od!  is  this  the  land 
Which  bare  a  triple  empire  in  her  hand 
When  Cromwell  spake  the  word  Democracy  I 


LOUIS  KAPOLEON. 

Eagle  of  Austerlitz!  where  were  thy  wings 
When  far  away  upon  a  barbarous  strand. 
In  fight  unequal,  by  an  obscure  hand. 

Fell  the  last  scion  of  thy  brood  of  Kings! 

Poor  boy!  thou  wilt  not  flaunt  thy  cloak  of  red. 
Nor  ride  in  state  through  Paris  in  the  van 
Of  thy  returning  legions,  but  instead 

Thy  mother  France,  free  and  republican. 

Shall  on  thy  dead  and  crownless  forehead  place 
The  better  laurels  of  a  soldier's  crown. 
That  not  dishonored  should  thy  soul  go  down 

To  tell  the  mighty  Sire  of  thy  race 

That  France  hath  kissed  the  mouth  of  Liberty, 
And  found  it  sweeter  than  his  honeyed  bees. 
And  that  the  giant  wave  Democracy 

Breaks  on  the  shores  where  Kings  lay  crouched  at  easOt 
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SONNET. 

0^  THE  MASSACRE  OF  THE  CHRISTIANS  IK  BULGARIA. 

Christ,  dost  thou  live  indeed  ?  or  are  thy  bones 
Still  straightened  in  their  rock-hewn  sepulcher? 
And  was  thy  Rising  only  dreamed  by  Her 
Whose  love  of  thee  for  all  her  sin  atones? 
For  htre  the  air  is  horrid  with  men's  groans, 
The  priests  who  call  upon  thy  name  are  slain. 
Dost  thou  not  hear  the  bitter  wail  of  pain 
From  those  whose  children  lie  upon  the  stones? 
Come  down,  0  Son  of  God!  incestuous  gloom 
Curtains  the  land,  and  through  the  starless  night 
Over  thy  Cross  the  Crescent  moon  I  see! 
If  thou  in  very  truth  didst  burst  the  tomb 
Come  down,  O  Son  of  Man!  and  show  thy  might. 
Lest  Mahomet  be  crowned  instead  of  Theel 


QUANTUM  MUTATA. 

There  was  a  time  in  Europe  long  ago. 
When  no  man  died  for  freedom  anywhere. 
But  England's  lion  leaping  from  its  lair 
Laid  hands  on  the  oppressor!  it  was  so 
While  England  could  a  great  Eepublic  show. 
Witness  the  men  of  Piedmont,  chiefest  car© 
Of  Cromwell,  when  with  imj)otent  despair 
The  Pontiff  in  his  painted  portico 
Trembled  before  our  stern  embassadors. 
How  comes  it  then  that  from  such  high  estate 
We  have  thus  fallen,  save  that  Luxury 
With  barren  merchandise  piles  up  the  gate 
Where  nobler  thoughts  and  deeds  should  enter  by; 
Else  might  we  still  be  Milton's  heritors. 
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LIBERTATTS  SACRA  FAMES. 

Albeit  nurtured  in  democracy, 
And  liking  best  that  state  republican 
Where  every  man  is  Kinglike  and  no  man 

Is  crowned  above  his  fellows,  yet  I  see, 

Spite  of  this  modern  fret  for  Liberty, 
Better  the  rule  of  One,  whom  all  obey. 
Than  to  let  clamorous  demagogues  betray 

Our  freedom  with  the  kiss  of  anarchy. 

Wherefore  I  love  them  not  whose  hands  profane 
Plant  the  red  flag  upon  the  piled-up  street 
For  no  right  cause,  beneath  whose  ignorant  reign 

Arts,  Culture,  Reverence,  Honor,  all  things  fade, 
Save  Treason  and  the  dagger  of  her  trade, 
And  Murder  with  his  silent  bloody  feet. 


THEORETIKOS. 

This  mighty  empire  hath  but  feet  of  clay: 
Of  all  its  ancient  chivalry  and  might 
Our  little  island  is  forsaken  quite: 

Some  enemy  hath  stolen  its  crown  of  bay. 

And  from  its  hills  that  voice  hath  passed  away 
Which  spake  of  Freedom:  0  come  out  of  it, 
Come  out  cl  it,  my  Soul,  thou  art  not  fit 

For  this  vile  tratfic-house,  where  day  by  day 
Wisdom  and  reverence  are  sold  at  mart, 
And  the  rude  people  rage  with  ignorant  cries 

Against  an  heritage  of  centuries. 

It  mars  my  calm:  wherefore  in  dreams  of  Art 
And  loftiest  culture  I  would  stand  apart, 

Neither  for  God,  nor  for  his  enemies. 
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REQUIESCAT. 

Tread  lightly,  she  is  near 

Under  the  snow. 
Speak  gently,  she  can  hear 

The  daisies  grow. 

All  her  bright  golden  hair 
Tarnished  with  rust. 

She  that  was  young  and  fair 
Fallen  to  dust. 

Lily- like,  white  as  snow. 

She  hardly  knew 
She  was  a  woman,  so 

Sweetly  she  grew. 

Coffin -board,  heavy  stone. 

Lie  on  her  breast, 
I  vex  my  heart  alone 

She  is  at  rest. 

Peace,  Peace,  she  cannot  hear 

Lyre  or  sonnet. 
All  my  life's  buried  here. 

Heap  earth  upon  it. 


AVIGHOH. 
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SONNET  ON  APPROACHING  ITALY. 

I  BEACHED  the  Alps:  the  soul  within  me  burned 

Italia.,  my  Italia,  at  thy  name:. 

And  when  from  out  the  mountain's  heart  I  came 
And  saw  the  land  for  which  my  life  had  yearned, 
I  laughed  as  one  who  some  great  prize  had  earned: 

And  musing  on  the  story  of  thy  fame 

I  watched  the  day,  till  marked  with  wounds  of  flame 
The  turquois  sky  to  burnished  gold  was  turned. 
The  pine-trees  waved  as  waves  a  woman's  hair. 

And  in  the  orchards  every  twinmg  spray 

Was  breaking  into  flakes  of  blossoming  foam: 
But  when  I  knew  that  far  away  at  Eome 

In  evil  bonds  a  second  Peter  lay, 

I  wept  to  see  the  land  so  very  fair. 


Turin. 


SAN  MINIATO. 

See,  I  have  climbed  the  mountain  side 
Up  to  this  holy  house  of  Grod, 
Where  once  that  Angel- Painter  trod 
Who  saw  the  heavens  opened  wide. 

And  throned  upon  the  crescent  moon 
The  Virginal  white  Queen  of  Grace, — 
Mary  !  could  I  but  see  thy  face 
Death  could  not  come  at  all  too  soon. 

0  crowned  by  God  with  thorns  and  paini 
Mother  of  Christ !     0  mystic  wife! 
My  heart  is  weary  of  this  life 
And  over-sad  to  sing  again. 

0  crowned  by  God  with  love  and  flame! 
G  crowned  by  Christ  the  Holy  One! 
0  listen  ere  the  searching  sun 
Show  to  the  world  my  siu  and  shame. 


POEMS    BTf    OSCAR    WILDB,  01 


AVE  MARIA  PLENA  GRATIA, 

Was  this  His  coming!    I  had  hoped  to  see 
A  scene  of  wondrous  glory,  as  was  told 
Of  some  great  God  who  in  a  rain  of  gold 

Broke  open  bars  and  fell  on  Danae: 

Or  a  dread  yision  as  when  Semele 

Sickening  for  love  and  unappeased  desire 
Prayed  to  see  God's  clear  body,  and  the  fire 

Caught  her  white  hmbs  and  slew  her  utterly: 

With  such  glad  dreams  I  sought  this  holy  place. 
And  now  with  wondering  eyes  and  heart  I  stand 
Before  this  supreme  mystery  of  Love: 

A  kneeling  girl  with  passionless  pale  face, 
An  angel  with  a  lily  in  his  hand. 
And  over  both  with  outstretched  wings  the  Dove. 
Florence. 


ITALIA. 

Italia!  thou  art  fallen,  though  with  sheen  ^ 
Of  battle-spears  thy  clamorous  armies  stride 
From  the  north  Alps  to  the  Sicilian  tide! 

Ay!  fallen,  though  the  nations  hail  thee  Queen 

Because  rich  gold  in  every  town  is  seen. 
And  on  thy  sapphire  lake  in  tossing  pride 
Of  wind-filled  vans  thy  myriad  galleys  ride 

Beneath  one  flag  of  red  and  white  and  green. 

0  Fair  and  Strong!     0  Strong  and  Fair  in  vain! 
Look  southward  where  Rome's  desecrated  town 
Lies  mourning  for  her  God- anointed  King! 

Look  heaven- ward!  shall  God  allow  this  thing? 
Nay!  but  some  flame-girt  Raphael  shall  come  dow% 
And  smite  the  Spoiler  with  the  sword  of  pain.        / 
Venice." 
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SONTSTET 

WRITTEl!?"   IK   HOLT  WEEK  AT  GENOA. 

I  WANDERED  in  Scoglietto's  green  retreat, 
The  oranges  on  each  overhanging  spray 
Burned  as  bright  lamps  of  gold  to  shame  the  day; 

Some  startled  bird  with  fluttering  wings  and  fleet 

Made  snow  of  all  the  blossoms,  at  my  feet 
Like  silver  moons  the  pale  narcissi  lay: 
And  the  curved  waves  that  streaked  the  sapphire  bay 

Laughed  i*  the  sun,  and  life  seemed  very  sweet. 

Outside  the  young  boy-priest  passed  singing  clear, 
*' Jesus  the  Son  of  Mary  has  been  slain, 
0  come  and  fill  his  sepulcher  with  flowers. '^ 

Ah,  God!    Ah,  God!  those  dear  Hellenic  hours 
Had  drowned  all  memory  of  thy  bitter  pain. 
The  Cross,  the  Crown,  the  Soldiers,  and  the  Spear, 


ROME   UNYISITED. 
I. 

The  corn  has  turned  from  gray  to  red, 
Since  first  my  spirit  wandered  forth 
From  the  drear  cities  of  the  north, 

And  to  Italians  mountains  fled. 

And  here  I  set  my  face  toward  home, 
For  all  my  pilgrimage  is  done. 
Although,  methinks,  yon  blood-red  sun 

Marshals  the  way  to  Holy  Eome. 

0  Blessed  Lady,  who  dost  hold 
Upon  the  seven  hills  thy  reign! 
0  Mother  without  blot  or  stain. 

Crowned  with  bright  crowns  of  triple  gold  I 
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0  Roma,  Roma,  at  thy  feet 

I  lay  this  barren  gift  of  song! 

For,  ah!  the  way  is  steep  and  long 
That  leads  unto  thy  sacred  street. 

IL 

And  yet  what  joy  it  were  for  me 
To  turn  my  feet  unto  the  south, 
And  journeying  toward  the  Tiber  mouth 

To  kneel  again  at  Fiesole! 

And  wandering  through  the  tangled  pines 
That  break  the  gold  of  Arno's  stream. 
To  see  the  purple  mist  and  gleam 

Of  morning  on  the  Apennines. 

By  many  a  vineyard-hidden  home, 
Orchard,  and  olive-garden  gray, 
Till  from  the  drear  Campagna's  way 

The  seven  hills  bear  up  the  dome! 

III. 

A  pilgrim  from  the  northern  seas — 
What  joy  for  me  to  seek  alpne 
The  wondrous  Temple,  and  the  throne 

Of  Him  who  holds  the  awful  keys! 

When,  bright  with  purple  and  with  gold. 

Come  priest  and  holy  Cardinal, 

And  borne  above  the  heads  of  all 
The  gentle  Shepherd  of  the  Fold. 

0  joy  to  see  before  I  die 

The  only  God-anointed  King, 

And  hear  the  silver  trumpets  ring 
A  triumph  as  he  passes  by! 

Or  at  the  altar  of  the  shrine 

Holds  high  the  mystic  sacrifice, 

And  shows  a  God  to  human  eyes 
Feneath  the  veil  of  bread  and  wine. 
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IV. 

For  lo,  what  changes  time  can  bring! 
The  cycles  of  revolving  years 
May  free  my  heart  from  all  its  fears, — 

And  teach  my  lips  a  song  to  sing. 

Before  yon  field  of  trembling  gold 
Is  garnered  into  dusty  sheaves, 
Or  ere  the  autumn's  scarlet  leaves 

Flutter  as  birds  adown  the  wold, 

I  may  have  run  the  glorious  race. 
And  caught  the  torch  while  yet  aflam©. 
And  called  upon  the  holy  name 

Of  Him  who  now  doth  hide  His  face. 


UEBS  SACRA  STERNA. 

Rome!  what  a  scroll  of  History  thine  has  been 
In  the  first  days  thy  sword  republican 
Ruled  the  whole  world  for  many  an  age's  spans 

Then  of  thy  peoples  thou  wert  crowned  Queen, 

Till  in  thy  streets  the  bearded  Goth  was  seen; 
And  now  upon  thy  walls  the  breezes  fan 
(Ah,  city  crowned  by  God,  discrowned  by  man!) 

The  hated  flag  of  red  and  white  and  green. 

When  was  thy  glory!  when  in  search  for  power 
Thine  eagles  flew  to  greet  the  double  sun. 
And  all  the  nations  trembled  at  thy  rod? 

Nay,  but  thy  glory  tarried  for  this  hour. 
When  pilgrims  kneel  before  the  Holy  One, 
The  prisoned  shepherd  of  the  Church  of  God. 
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SOISWET. 

ON  HEARING  THE   DIES  IR^  SUNG  IN  THE  SISTINE 
CHAPEL. 

Nat,  Lord,  not  thusi  white  lilies  in  the  spring, 
Sad  olive-groves,  or  silver-breasted  dove, 
Teach  me  more  clearly  of  Thv  life  and  love 

Than  terrors  of  red  flame  and  thundering. 

The  empurpled  vines  dear  memories  of  Thee  bring: 
A  bird  at  evening  flying  to  its  nest. 
Tells  me  of  One  who  had  no  place  of  rest: 

I  think  it  is  of  Thee  the  sparrows  sing. 

Come  rather  on  some  autumn  afternoon. 

When  red  and  brown  are  burnished  on  the  leaves, 
And  the  fields  echo  to  the  gleaners  song, 

Come  when  the  splendid  fullness  of  the  moon 
Laoks  down  upon  the  rows  of  golden  sheaves. 
And  reap  Thy  harvest:  we  have  waited  long. 


EASTER  J)AY. 

The  silver  trumpets  rang  across  the  Dome: 
The  people  knelt  upon  the  ground  with  awe: 
And  borne  upon  the  necks  of  men  I  saw. 

Like  some  great  God,  the  Holy  Lord  of  Rome. 

Priest-like,  he  wore  a  robe  more  white  than  foam. 
And,  king-like,  swathed  himself  in  royal  red, 
Three  crowns  of  gold  rose  high  upon  his  head: 

In  splendor  and  in  light  the  Pope  passed  home. 

My  heart  stole  back  across  wide  wastes  of  years 
To  one  who  wandered  by  a  lonely  sea, 
And  sought  in  vain  for  any  place  of  rest: 

'*  Foxes  have  holes,  and  every  bird  its  nest, 
I,  only  I,  must  wander  Avearily, 
And  bruise  my  feet,  and  drink  wine  salt  with  tears." 
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E  TEITEBRIS. 

Come  down,  0  Christ,  and  help  me!  reach  thy  hand. 
For  I  am  drowning  in  a  stormier  sea 
Than  Simon  on  thy  lake  of  Galilee: 

The  wine  of  life  is  spilt  npon  the  sand. 

My  heart  is  as  some  famine-mnrdered  land, 
Whence  all  good  things  have  perished  utterly, 
And  well  I  know  my  soul  in  Hell  must  lie 

If  I  this  night  before  God's  throno  siiould  stand. 

"  He  sleeps  perchance,  or  rideth  to  the  chase, 
Like  Baal,  when  his  prophets  howled  that  name 
From  morn  to  noon  on  Oarmel's  smitten  height." 

Nay,  peace,  I  shall  behold  before  the  night. 

The  feet  of  brass,  the  robe  more  white  than  flame. 
The  wounded  hands,  the  weary  human  face. 


VITA  NUOVA. 

( 

I  STOOD  by  the  nnvintageable  sea 

Till  tlie  wet  waves  drenched  face  and  hair  with  spray, 
Tiie  long  I'ed  fires  of  the  dying  day 

Burned  in  the  west;  the  wind  piped  drearily; 

And  to  the  land  the  clamorous  gulls  did  flee: 
"Alas!"  I  cried,  *'my  life  is  full  of  pain, 
And  who  can  garner  fruit  or  golden  grain, 

From  these  waste  fields  which  travail  ceaselessly!" 
My  nets  gaped  wide  with  many  a  break  and  flaw 
Nathless  I  threw  them  as  my  final  cast 
Into  the  sea,  and  waited  for  the  end. 

When  lo!  a  sudden  glory!  and  I  saw 

The  argent  splendor  of  white  limbs  ascend. 
And  in  that  joy  forgot  my  tortured  past. 
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MADONNA  MIA. 

A  Lilt-girl,  not  made  for  this  world's  pain, 
With  brown,  soft  hair  close  braided  by  her  ears, 
And  longing  eyes  half  veiled  by  slumberous  tears 

Like  bluest  water  seen  through  mists  of  rain: 

Pale  cheeks  whereon  no  love  hath  left  its  stain, 
Ked  underlip  drawn  in  for  fear  of  love. 
And  white  throat,  whiter  than  the  silvered  dove. 

Through  whose  wan  marble  creeps  one  purple  vein. 

Yet,  though  my  lips  shall  praise  her  without  cease. 
Even  to  kiss  her  feet  I  am  not  bold. 
Being  o'ershadowed  by  the  wings  of  awe. 

Like  Dante,  when  he  stood  with  Beatrice 
Beneath  the  flaming  Lion's  breast  and  saw 
The  seventh  Crystal,  and  the  Stair  of  Gold. 


THE  BURDEN   OF  ITYS, 


This  English  Thames  is  holier  far  than  Rome, 
Those  harebells  like  a  sudden  flush  of  sea 

Breaking  across  the  woodland,  with  the  foam 
Of  meadow-sweet  and  white  anemone 

To  fleck  their  blue  waves, — God  is  likelier  there, 

Than  hidden  in  that  crystal-hearted  star  the  pale 
monks  bear! 

Those  violet-gleaming  butterflies  that  take 

Yon  creamy  lily  for  their  pavilion 
Are  monsignores,  and  where  the  rushes  shake 

A  lazy  pike  lies  basking  in  the  sun 
His  eyes  half-shut, — He  is  some  mitered  old 
Bishop  in  partibus  !  look  at  those  gaudy  scales  all  green 
and  gold. 


68  POEMS    BY    OSCAR    WILDE. 

The  wind  the  restless  prisoner  of  the  trees 
Does  well  for  Paleestrina,  one  would  say 

The  mighty  master's  hands  were  on  the  keys 
Of  the  Maria  organ,  which  they  play 

When  early  on  some  sapphire  Easter  morn 
In  a  high  litter  red  as  blood  or  sin  the  Pope  is  borne 

From  his  dark  House  out  to  the  Balcony 

Above  the  bronze  gates  and  the  crowded  square, 
Whose  very  fountains  seem  for  ecstasy 

To  toss  their  silver  lances  in  the  air. 
And  stretching  out  weak  hands  to  East  and  West 
In  vain  sends  peace  to  peaceless  lands,  to  restless  nations 

rest. 
Is  not  yon  lingering  orange  afterglow 

That  stays  to  vex  the  moon  more  fair  than  all 
Rome's  lordliest  pageants!  strange,  a  year  ago 

I  knelt  before  some  crimson  Cardinal 
AVho  bare  the  Host  across  the  Esquiline, 
And  now — those  common  poppies  in  the  wheat   seem 
twice  as  fine. 

The  blue-green  beanfields  yonder,  tremulous 

With  the  last  shower,  sweeter  perfume  bring 
Through  this  cool  evening  than  the  odorous 

Flame-jeweled  censers  the  young  deacons  swing, 
When  the  gray  priest  unlocks  the  curtained  shrine. 
And  makes  God's  body  from  the  common  fruit  of  corn 

and  vine. 
Poor  Era  Giovanni  bawling  at  tlie  mass 

Were  out  of  tune  now,  for  a  small  brown  bird 
Sings  overhead,  and  through  the  long  oool  grass 

I  see  that  throbbing  throat  which  once  I  heard 
On  starlit  hills  of  flower-starred  Arcady, 
Once  where  the  white  and  crescent  sand  of  Salamis  meets 
sea. 

Sweet  is  the  swallow  twittering  on  the  eaves 
At  daybreak,  when  the  mower  whets  his  scythe. 

And  stock-doves  murmur,  and  the  milkmaid  leaves 
Her  little  lonely  bed,  and  carols  blithe 

To  see  the  heavy-lowing  cattle  wait 

Stretching  their  huge  and  dripping  mouths  across  the 
farmyard  gate. 
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And  sweet  the  hops  upon  the  Kentisli  leas, 

And  sweet  the  wind  that  lifts  the  new-mown  hay, 

And  sweet  the  fretful  swarms  of  grumbling  bees 
That  round  and  round  the  linden  blossoms  play; 

And  sweet  the  heifer  breathing  in  the  stall, 

And  the  green  bursting  figs  that  hang  upon  the  red-brick 
wall. 

And  sweet  to  hear  the  cuckoo  mock  the  spring 

While  the  last  violet  loiters  by  the  well. 
And  sweet  to  hear  the  sheplierd  Daphnissing 

The  song  of  Linus  through  a  sunny  dell 
Of  warm  Arcadia  where  the  corn  is  gold 
And  the  slight    lithe-limbed   reapers   dance   about  the 

wattled  fold. 
And  sweet  with  young  Lycoris  to  recline 

In  some  lUyrian  valley  far  away. 
Where  canopied  on  herbs  amaracine 

We  too  might  waste  the  summer-tranced  day 
Matching  our  reeds  in  sporDive  rivalry, 
While  far  beneath  us  frets  the  troubled  purple  of  the 
sea. 

But  sweeter  far  if  silver-sandaled  foot 

Of  some  long-hidden  Ood  should  ever  tread 

Tlie  Nuneham  meadows,  if  with  reeded  flute 

Pressed  to  his  lips  some  Faun  might  raise  his  head 

By  the  green  water-flags,  ah!  sweet  indeed 

To  see  the  heavenly  herdsman  call  his  white-fleeced  flook 
to  feed. 

Then  sing  to  me  thou  tuneful  chorister, 

Though  what  thou  sing'st  be  thine  own  requiem! 

Tell  me  thy  tale  thou  hapless  chronicler 
Of  thine  own  tragedies!  do  not  contemn 

These  unfamiliar  haunts,  this  English  field. 

For  many  a  lovely  coronal  our  northern  isle  can  yield. 

Which  Grecian  meadows  know  not,  many  a  rose, 

Which  all  day  long  in  vales  ^olian 
A  lad  might  seek  in  vain  for,  ovei'grows 

Our  hedges  like  a  wanton  courtesan 
Unthrifty  of  her  beauty,  lilies  too 
Ilissus  never  mirrored  star  our  streams,  and  cockles  blue 
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Dot  the  green  wheat  wliich,  though  they  are  the  signs 
For  swallows  going  soiuli,  would  never  spread 

Their  azure  tents  between  the  Attic  vines; 
Even  that  little  weed  of  ragged  red. 

Which  bids  the  robin  pipe,  in  Arcady 

Would  be  a  trespasser,  and  many  an  unsung  elegy 

Sleeps  in  the  reeds  that  fringe  our  winding  Thames 
Which  t)  awake  were  sweeter  ravishment 

Than  ever  Syrinx  wept  for,  diadems 

Of  brown  bee-studded  orchids  which  were  meant 

For  Cytheraea's  brows  are  hidden  here 

Unknown  to  Oytheraea,  and  by  yonder  pasturing  steer 

There  is  a  tiny  yellow  daffodil, 

The  butterfly  can  see  it  from  afar. 
Although  one  summer  evening's  dew  could  fill 

Its  little  cup  twice  over  ere  the  star 
Had  called  the  lazy  shepherd  to  his  fold 
And  be  no  prodigal,  each   leaf  is  flecked  with  spotted 
gold 

As  if  Jove's  gorgeous  leman  Danae 

Hot  from  his  gilded  arms  had  stooped  to  kiss 

The  trembling  petals,  or  young  Mercury 
Low-flying  to  the  dusky  ford  of  Dis 

Had  with  one  feather  of  his  pinions 

Just  brushed  them! — the  slight  stem  which  bears  the 
burden  of  its  suns 

Is  hardly  thicker  than  the  gossamer, 

Or  poor  Arachne's  silver  tapestry,— 
Men  say  it  bloomed  upon  thesepulcher 

Of  One  I  sometime- worshiped,  but  to  me 
It  seems  to  bring  diviner  memories 
Of  faun  loved  Heliconian  glades  and  blue  nymph-haunted 
seas. 

Of  an  untrodden  vale  at  Tempe  where 
On  the  clear  river's  marge  Narcissus  lies, 

The  tana^le  of  the  forest  in  his  hair, 
The  silence  of  the  woodland  in  his  eyes. 

Wooing  that  drifting  imagery  which  is 

No  sooner  kissed  than  broken,  memories  of  Salmaci? 
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Who  i,^  not  boy  or  girl  and  yet  is  both, 

Fed  by  two  fires  and  unsatisfied 
Through  their  excess,  eacli  passion  being  loath 

For  love's  own  sake  to  leave  the  other's  side 
Yet  killing  love  by  staying,  memories 
Of  Oreads  peeping  through  the  leaves  of  silent  moonlit 
trees, 

Of  lonely  Ariadne  on  the  wharf 

At  Naxos,  when  she  saw  the  treacherous  crew 
Far  out  at  sea,  and  waved  her  crimson  scarf 

And  called  false  Theseus  back  again  nor  knew 
That  Dionysos  on  an  amber  pard 
Was  close  behind  her,  memories  of  what  Maeonia's  bard 

With  sightless  eyes  beheld,  the  wall  of  Troy, 

Queen  Helen  lying  in  the  carven  room. 
And  at  her  side  an  amorous  red-lipped  boy 

Trimming  with  dainty  hand  his  helmet's  plume. 
And  far  away  the  moil,  the  shout,  the  groan. 
As  Hector  shielded  off  the  spear  and  Ajax  hurled  the 
stone; 

Of  winged  Perseus  with  his  flawless  sword 

Cleaving  the  snaky  tresses  of  the  witch, 
And  all  those  tales  imperishably  stored 

In  little  Grecian  urns,  freightage  more  rich 
Than  any  gaudy  galleon  of  Spain 

Bare  from  the  Indies  ever!    these  at  least  bring  back 
again, 

For  well  I  know  they  are  not  dead  at  all. 

The  ancient  Gods  of  Grecian  poesy, 
They  are  asleep,  and  when  they  hear  thee  call 

Will  wake  a«d  think  'tis  very  Thessaly, 
This  Thame*  the  Daulian  watere,  this  cool  glade 
The  yellow-irisfd  mead  where  once  young  Itys  laughed 
and  played. 

If  it  was  thou  dear  jasmine-cradled  bird 
Who  from  the  leafy  stillness  of  thy  throne 

Sang  to  the  wondrous  boy,  until  he  heard 
The  horn  of  Atalunta  faintly  blown 

Across  tke  Cumner  hills,  and  wandering 

Througli  Bngley  wood  at  evening  found  the  Attic  poet? 
spring,— 
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Ah!  tiny  sober-suited  advocate 

That  pleadest  for  the  moon  against  the  day! 
If  thou  didst  make  the  shepherd  seek  his  mate 

On  that  sweet  questing,  when  Proserpina 
Forgot  it  was  not  Sicily  and  leant 

Across  the   mossy   Sandford   stile   in  ravished  wonder- 
ment,— 

Light-winged  and  bright-eyed  miracle  of  the  wood! 

If  ever  thou  didst  soothe  with  melody 
One  of  that  little  clan,  that  brotherhood 

Which  loved  the  morning-star  of  Tuscany 
More  than  the  perfect  sun  of  Raphael 
And  is  immortal,  sing  to  me!  for  I  too  love  thee  well, 

Sing  on!  sing  on!  let  the  dull  world  grow  young, 

Let  elemental  things  take  form  again, 
And  the  old  shapes  of  Beauty  walk  among 

The  simple  garths  and  open  crofts,  as  when 
The  son  of  Leto  bare  the  willow  rod, 
And  the  soft  sheep  and  shaggy  goats  followed  the  boyish 
God. 

Sing  on!  sing  on!  and  Bacchus  will  be  here 
Astride  upon  his  gorgeous  Indian  throne. 

And  over  whimpering  tigers  shake  the  spear 
With  yellow  ivy  crowned  and  gummy  cone, 

While  at  his  side  the  wanton  Bassarid 

Will  throw  the  lion  by  the  mane  and  catch  the  mountain 
kid! 

Sing  on!  and  I  will  wear  the  leopard  skin, 
And  steal  the  mooned  wings  of  Ashtaroth, 

Upon  whose  icy  chariot  we  could  win 
Cithaeron  in  an  hour  e'er  the  froth 

Has  overbrimmed  the  wine- vat  or  the  Faun 

Ceased  from  the  treading!  ay,  before  the  flickering  lamp 
of  dawn 

Has  scared  the  hooting  owlet  to  its  nest. 
And  warned  the  bat  to  close  its  tilmy  vans, 

Some  Maenad  girl  with  vine-leaves  on  her  breast 
Will  filch  their  beechnuts  from  the  sleeping  Pans 

So  softly  that  the  little  nested  tlirnsh 

Will  never  wake,  and   then  with  shrilly  lz':^^i  ajl4  leap 
will  rush 
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Down  the  green  vallev  where  the  fallen  dew 
Lies  thick  beneath  "the  elm  and  count  her  store, 

Till  the  brown  Satyrs  in  a  jolly  crew 

Trample  the  loosestrife  down  along  the  shore, 

And  where  their  horned  master  sits  in  state 

Bring   strawberries   and   bloomy  plums  upon  a  wicker 
crate! 

Sing  on!  and  soon  with  passion-wearied  face 
Through  the  cool  leaves  Apollo's  lad  will  come. 

The  Tyrfan  prince  his  bristled  boar  will  chase 
Adown  the  chestnut-copses  all  a-bloom, 

And  ivory-limbed,  grav-eyed,  with  look  of  pride. 

After  yon  velvet-coated  deer  the  virgin  maid  will  ride. 

Sing  on!  and  I  the  dying  boy  will  see 

Stain  with  his  purple  blood  the  waxen  bell 

That  overweighs  the  jacinth,  and  to  me 
The  wretched  Cvprian  her  woe  will  tell, 

And  I  will  kiss  her  mouth  and  streaming  eyes, 

And  lead  her  to  the  myrtle-hidden  grove  where  Adon 
lies! 

Cry  out  aloud  on  Itys!  memory 

That  foster-brother  of  remorse  and  pam 
Drops  poison  in  mine  ear — 0  to  be  free. 

To  burn  one's  old  ships!  and  to  launch  again 
Into  the  white-plumed  battle  of  the  waves 
And  fight  old  Proteus  for  the  spoil  of  coral-flowered 
caves! 

0  for  Medea  with  her  poppied  spell! 

0  for  the  secret  of  the  Oolchian  shrine! 
0  for  one  leaf  of  that  pale  asphodel 

Which  binds  the  tired  brows  of  Proserpine, 
And  sheds  such  wondrous  dews  at  eve  that  she 
Dreams  of  the  fields  of  Enna,  by  the  far  Sicilian  sea. 

Where  oft  the  golden-girdled  bee  she  chased 

From  lily  to^'lily  on  the  level  mead. 
Ere  yet  her  somber  Lord  had  bid  her  taste 

The  deadly  fruit  of  that  pomegranate  seed, 
Ere  the  black  steeds  had  harried  her  away 
Down  to  the  faint  and  flowerless  laud,  the  sick  and  suu- 
les8  d""* 
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0  for  one  midniglit  and  as  paramour 
The  Venus  of  the  little  Melianfarm! 

0  that  some  antique  statue  for  one  hour 

Might  wake  to  passion,  and  that  I  could  charm 
The  Dawn  at  Florence  from  its  dumb  despair 
Mix  with  those  mighty  limbs  and  make  that  giant  breast 
my  lair  I 

Sing  on!  sing  on!  I  would  be  drunk  with  life, 
Drunk  with  the  trampled  mintage  of  my  youth, 

1  would  forget  the  wearying  wasted  strife. 
The  riven  vale,  the  Gorgon  eyes  of  Truth, 

The  prayerless  vigil  and  the  cry  for  prayer, 

The  barren  gifts,  the  lifted  arms,  the  dull  insensate  airl 

Sins:  on!  sing  on!  0  feathered  Niobe, 
Thou  canst  make  sorrow  beautiful,  and  steal 

From  joy  its  sweetest  music,  not  as  we 

Who  by  dead  voiceless  silence  strive  to  heal 

Our  too  untented  wounds,  and  do  but  keep 

Pain  barrieadoed  in  our  hearts,  and  murder  pillowed 
sleep. 

Sing  louder  yet,  why  must  I  still  behold 

The  wan  white  face  of  that  deserted  Christ, 
Whose  bleeding  hands  my  hands  did  once  infold, 

Whose  smitten  lips  my  lips  so  oft  have  kissed, 
And  now  in  mute  and  marble  misery 
Sits  in  his  lone  dishonored  House  and  weeps,  perchance  for 

me. 
0  memory  cast  down  thy  wreathed  shell! 

Break  thy  hoarse  lute  0  sad  Melpomene! 
0  sorrow  sorrow  keep  thy  cloistered  cell 

Nor  dim  with  tears  this  limpid  Castaly! 
Cease,  cease,  sad  bird,  thou  dost  the  forest  wrong 
To  vex  its  sylvan  quiet  with  such  wild  impassioned  song! 

Cease,  cease,  or  if  'tis  anguish  to  be  dumb 

Take  from  the  pastoral  thrush  her  simpler  air. 

Whose  jocund  carelessness  doth  more  become 
This  English  woodland  than  thy  keen  despair. 

Ah!  cease  and  let  tlie  north  wind  bear  thy  lay 

Back  to  the  rocky  hills  of  Thrace,  the  stormy  Dauliaa 
bay. 
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A  moment  more,  the  startled  leaves  had  stirred, 
Endymion  would  liave  passed  across  the  mead 

Moonstruck  with  love,  and  this  still  Thames  had  heard 
Pan  plash  and  paddle  groping  for  some  reed 

To  lure  from  her  blue  cave  that  Naiad  maid 

Who  for  such  piping  listens  half  in  joy  and  half  afraid. 

A  moment  more,  the  waking  dove  had  cooed, 

The  silver  daughter  of  the  silver  sea 
With  the  fond  gyves  of  clinging  hands  had  wooed 

Her  wanton  from  the  chase,  and  Dryope 
Had  thrust  aside  the  branches  of  her  oak 
To  see  the  lusty  gold-haired  lad  rein  in  his  snorting  yoke, 

A  moment  more,  the  trees  had  stooped  to  kiss 
Pale  Daphne  just  awakening  from  the  swoon 

Of  tremulous  laurels,  lonely  Salmacis 

Had  bared  his  barren  beauty  to  the  moon, 

And  through  the  vale  with  sad  voluptuous  smile 

Antinous  had  wandered,  the  red  lotus  of  the  Nile 

Down  leaning  from  his  black  and  clustering  hair 
To  shade  those  slumberous  eyelids'  caverned  bliss, 

Or  else  on  yonder  grassy  slope  with  bare 
High-tuniced  limbs  unravished  Artemis 

Had  bade  her  hounds  give  tongue,  and  roused  the  deer 

From  his  green  ambuscade  with  shrill  halloo  and  pricking 
spear. 

Lie  still,  lie  still,  0  passionate  heart,  lie  still! 

0  Melancholy,  fold  thy  raven  wing! 
0  sobbing  Dryad,  from  thy  hollow  hill 

Come  not  with  such  desponded  answering! 
No  more  thou  winged  Marsyas  complain, 
Apollo  loveth  not  to  hear  such  troubled  songs  of  paini 

It  was  a  dream,  the  glade  is  tenantless, 

No  soft  loniaa  laughter  moves  the  air, 
The  Thames  creeps  on  in  sluggish  leadenness. 

And  from  the  copse  left  desolate  and  bare 
Fled  is  young  Bacchus  with  his  reveliy, 
Yet  still  from  Nuneham  wood  there  comes  that  thrilling 
melody 
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So  sad,  that  one  might  think  a  human  heart 

Brake  in  each  separate  note,  a  quality 
Which  music  sometimes  has,  being  the  Art 

Which  is  most  nigh  to  tears  and  memory, 
Poor  mourning  Philomel,  what  dost  thou  fear? 
Thy  sister  doth  not  haunt  these  fields,  Pandion  is  not  here, 

Here  is  no  cruel  Lord  with  murderous  blade, 

No  woven  web  of  bloody  heraldries, 
But  mossy  dells  for  roving  comrades  made. 

Warm  valleys  where  the  tired  student  lies 
With  half-shut  book,  and  many  a  winding  walk 
Where  rustic  lovers  stray  at  eve  in  happy  simple  talk. 

The  harmless  rabbit  gambols  with  its  young 
Across  the  trampled  towing-path,  where  late 

A  troop  of  laughing  boys  in  jostling  throng 
Cheered  with  their  noisy  cries  the  racing  eight; 

The  gossamer,  with  raveled  silver  threads, 

Works  at  its  little  loom,  and  from  the  dusky  red-eaved 
sheds 

Of  the  lone  Farm  a  flickering  light  shines  out 
Where  the  swinked  shepherd  drives  his  bleating  flock 

Back  to  their  wattled  sheep-cotes,  a  faint  shout 
Comes  from  some  Oxford  boat  at  Sandford  lock, 

And  starts  the  moor-hen  from  the  sedgy  rill, 

And  the  dim  leugthening  shadows  flit  like  swallows 
up  the  hill. 

The  heron  passes  homeward  to  the  mere. 

The  blue  mist  creeps  among  the  shivering  trees. 

Gold  world  by  world  the  silent  stars  appear. 
And  like  a  blossom  blown  before  the  breeze, 

A  white  moon  drifts  across  the  shimmering  sky, 

Mute  arbitress  of  all  thy  sad,  thy  rapturous  threnodj. 

She  does  not  heed  thee,  wherefore  should  she  heed. 

She  knows  Endymion  is  not  far  away, 
'Tis  I,  'tis  I,  whose  soul  is  as  the  reed 

Which  has  no  message  of  its  own  to  play, 
So  pipes  another's  bidding,  it  is  I, 
Drifting  with  every  wind  on  the  wide  sea  of  misery. 
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Ah!  the  brown  bird  has  ceased:  one  exquisite  trill 
About  the  somber  woodland  seems  to  cling, 

Dying  in  music,  else  the  air  is  still, 
"^So  still  that  one  might  hear  the  bat's  small  wing 

Wander  and  wheel  above  the  pines,  or  tell 

Each  tiny  dewdrop  dripping  from  the  blue-beirs  brim- 
ming cell. 

And  far  away  across  the  lengthening  wold. 
Across  the  willowy  flats  and  thickets  brown, 

Magdalen's  tall  tower  tipped  with  tremulous  gold 
Marks  the  long  High  Street  of  the  little  town, 

And  warns  me  to  return;  I  must  not  wait. 

Hark!  'tis  the  curfew  booming  from  the  bell  of  Christ 
Church  gate. 


IMPRESSION   DU  MATIN, 


The  Thames  nocturne  of  blue  and  gold 
Changed  to  a  Harmony  in  gray: 
A  barge  with  ocher-colored  hay 

Dropt  from  the  wharf:  and  chill  and  cold 

The  yellow  fog  came  creeping  down 
The  bridges,  till  the  houses'  walls 
Seemed  changed  to  shadows,  and  S.  Paul's 

Loomed  like  a  bubble  o'er  the  town. 

Then  suddenly  arose  the  clang 

Of  waking  life;  the  streets  were  stirred 
With  country  wagons:  and  a  bird 

Flew  to  the  glistening  roofs  and  sang. 

But  one  pale  woman  all  alone, 

The  daylight  kissing  her  wan  hair, 
Loitered  beneath  the  gas  lamps'  flare. 

With  lips  of  flame  and  heart  of  stone. 
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The  little  white  clouds  are  racing  over  the  sky, 

And  the  fields  are  strewn  with  the  gold  of  the  flower  of 

March, 
The  dalfodil  breaks  under  foot,    aud  the  tasseled  larch 

Sways  and  swings  as  the  thrush  goes  hurrying  by. 

A    delicate    odor    is  borne   on  the  wings  of    the    morning 
breeze, 
The  odor  of   leaves,  and  of  grass,  and  of  newly  upturned 

earth. 
The  birds  are  singing  for  joy  of  the  Spring's  glad  birth, 
Hopping  from  branch  to  branch  on  the  rocking  trees. 

And  all  the  woods  are  alive  with  the  murmur  and  sound  of 
Spring, 
And  the  rosebud  breaks  into  pink  on  the  climbing  brier, 
And  the  crocus-bed  is  a  quivering  moon  of  fire 

Girdled  round  with  the  belt  of  an  amethyst  ring. 

And  the  plane  to  the  pine-tree  is  whispering  some  tale  of  love 
Till  it  rustles  with  laughter  and  tosses  its  mantle  of  green 
And  the  gloom  of  the  wych-elm's  hollow  is  lit  with  the  iris 
sheen 
Of  the  burnished  rainbow  throat  and  the  silver  breast  of  a 
dove. 

See!  the  lark  starts  up  from  his  bed  in  the  meadow  there, 
Breaking  the  gossamer  threads  and  the  nets  of  dew. 
And  flashing  a-down  the  river,  a  flame  of  blue! 

The  kingfisher  flies  like  an  arrow,  and  wounds  the  air. 
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ATHANASIA. 

To  that  gaunt  House  of  Art  which  lacks  for  naught 
Of  all  the  great  things  men  have  saved  from  Time, 

Tjie  withered  body  of  a  girl  was  bronglit 

Dead  ere  the  world's  glad  youth  had  touched  its  prime. 

And  seen  by  lonely  Arabs  lying  hid 

In  the  dim  womb  of  some  black  pyramid. 

But  when  they  had  unloosed  the  linen  band 

Which  swathed  the  Egyptian's  bod}^ — lo!  was  found 

Closed  in  the  wasted  hollow  of  her  hand 

A  little  seed,  which  sown  in  English  ground 

Did  wondrous  snow  of  starry  blossoms  bear, 

And  spread  rich  odors  through  our  springtide  air. 

"With  such  strange  arts  this  flower  did  allure 

That  all  forgotten  was  the  asphodel, 
And  the  brown  bee,  the  lily's  paramour. 

Forsook  the  cup  where  he  was  wont  to  dwell. 
For  Lot  a  thing  of  earth  it  seemed  to  be. 
But  stolen  from  some  heavenly  Arcady. 

In  vain  the  sad  narcissus,  wan  and  white 
At  its  own  beauty,  hung  across  the  stream, 

The  purple  dragon-fly  had  no  delight 

With  its  gold  dust  to  make  his  wings  a-gleam. 

Ah!  no  delight  the  jasmine-bloom  to  kiss. 

Or  brush  the  rain-pearls  from  the  eucharis. 

For  love  of  it  the  passionate  nightingale 
Forgot  tiie  hills  of  Thrace,  the  crnel  king. 

And  the  pale  dove  no  longer  cared  to  sail 

Through  the  wet  woods  at  time  of  blossoming, 

But  round  this  flower  of  Egypt  sought  to  float, 

With  silvered  wing  and  amethystine  throat. 
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While  the  hot  sun  blazed  in  his  tower  of  blue 
A  cooling  wind  crept  from  the  land  of  snows, 

And  the  warm  south  with  tender  tears  of  dew 
Drenched  its  white  leaves  when  Hesperos  uj)rose 

Amid  those  sea-green  meadows  of  the  sky 

On  which  the  scarlet  bars  of  sunset  lie. 

But  when  o'er  wastes  of  lily-haunted  field 

The  tired  birds  had  stayed  their  amorous  tune. 

And  broad  and  glittering  like  an  argent  shield 
High  in  the  sapphire  heavens  hung  the  moon. 

Did  no  strange  dream  or  evil  memory  make 

Each  tremulous  petal  of  its  blossoms" shake? 

Ah  no!  to  this  bright  flower  a  thousand  years 
Seemed  but  the  lingering  of  a  summer's  day. 

It  never  knew  the  tide  of  cankering  fears 

Which  turn  a  boy's  gold  hair  to  withered  gray, 

The  dread  desire  of  death  it  never  knew, 

Or  how  all  folk  that  they  were  born  must  rue* 

For  we  to  death  with  pipe  and  dancing  go. 
Nor  would  we  pass  the  ivory  gate  again, 

As  some  sad  river  wearied  of  its  flow 

Through  the  dull  plains,  the  haunts  of  common  men, 

Leaps  lover-like  into  the  terrible  sea! 

And  counts  it  gain  to  die  so  gloriously. 

We  mar  our  lordly  strength  in  barren  strife 
With  the  world's  legions  led  by  clamorous  care. 

It  never  feels  decay  but  gathers  life 

From  the  pure  sunlight  and  the  supreme  air. 

We  live  beneath  Time's  wasting  sovereignty. 

It  is  the  child  of  all  eternity. 
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SERENADE. 

The  western  wind  is  blowing  fair 

Across  the  dark  ^gean  sea, 
And  at  the  secret  marble  stair 

My  Tyrian  galley  waits  for  thee. 
Come  down!  the  purple  sail  is  spread, 

The  watchman  sleeps  within  the  town, 
0  leave  thy  lily-flowered  bed, 

0  Lady  mine  come  down,  come  down  I 

She  will  not  come,  I  know  her  well, 

Of  lover's  vows  she  hath  no  care. 
And  little  good  a  man  can  tell 

Of  one  80  cruel  and  so  fair. 
True  love  is  but  a  woman's  toy, 

They  never  know  the  lover's  pain. 
And  f  who  loved  as  loves  a  boy  ^ 

Must  love  in  vain,  must  love  ift  vain. 

0  noble  pilot  tell  me  true 

Is  that  the  sheen  of  golden  hair? 
Or  is  it  but  the  tangled  dew 

That  binds  the  passion-flowers  there? 
Good  sailor  come  and  tell  me  now 

Is  that  my  lady's  lily  hand? 
Or  is  it  but  the  gleaming  prow. 

Or  is  it  but  the  silver  sand? 

No!  no!  His  not  the  tangled  dew, 

'Tis  not  the  silver-fretted  sand,- 
It  is  my  own  dear  Lady  true 

With  golden  hair  and  lily  hand! 
0  noble  pilot  steer  for  Troy, 

Good  sailor  ply  the  laboring  oar. 
This  is  the  Queen  of  life  and  joy 

Whom  we  must  bear  from  Grecian  shore  I 

The  waning  sky  grows  faint  and  blue. 

It  wants  an  hour  still  of  day, 
Aboard!  aboard!  my  gallant  crew, 

0  Lady  mine  away!  away! 
0  noble  pilot  steer  for  Troy, 

Good  sailor  ply  the  laboring  oar, 
0  loved  as  only  loves  a  boy! 

0  loved  for  ever  evermore  I 
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ENDYMION. 

The  apple  trees  are  hung  with  gold, 
And  birds  are  loud  in  Arcady, 

The  siicep  lie  bleating  in  the  fold, 

The  wild  goat  runs  across  the  wold, 

But  yesterday  his  love  he  told, 
I  know  he  will  come  back  to  me. 

0  rising  moon!     0  Lady  moon  I 
Be  you  my  lover's  sentinel, 
You  cannot  choose  but  know  him  well. 

For  he  is  shod  with  purple  shoon, 

You  cannot  choose  but  know  my  love. 
For  he  a  shepherd's  crook  doth  bear. 

And  he  is  soft  as  any  dove. 
And  brown  and  curly  is  his  hair. 

The  turtle  now  has  ceased  to  call 
Upon  her  crimson -foe  ted  groom, 

The  gray  wolf  prowls  about  the  stall, 

The  lily's  singing  seneschal 

Sleeps  in  the  lily-bell,  and  all 
The  violet  hills  are  lost  in  gloom. 

0  risen  moon  I  0  holy  moon! 
Stand  on  the  top  of  Helice, 
And  if  my  own  true  love  you  see. 

Ah!  if  you  see  the  purple  shoon, 

.The  hazel  crook,  the  lad's  brown  hair, 
Tlie  goat-skin  wrapped  about  his  arm. 

Tell  him  that  I  am  waiting  where 
The  rushlight  glimmers  in  the  Farm. 

The  falling  dew  is  cold  and  chill. 

And  no  bird  sings  in  Arcady, 
The  little  fauns  have  left  the  hill, 
Even  tiie  tired  daffodil 
Has  closed  its  gilded  doors,  and  still 

My  lover  comes  not  back  to  me. 
Fi.lse  moon!     False  moon!     0  waning  moon! 

Where  is  my  own  true  lover  gone. 

Where  are  the  lips  vermilion, 
The  shepherd's  crook,  the  purple  shoon? 
Why  spread  that  silver  pavilion. 

Why  wear  that  veil  of  drifting  mist? 
Ah!  thou  hast  young  Endymion, 

Thou  hast  the  lips  that  should  be  kisse^^ 
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LA  BELLA  DONNA  DELLA  MIA  MENTE. 

My  limbs  are  wasted  with  a  flame, 

My  feet  are  sore  with  traveling, 
For  calling  on  my  Lady's  narne 

My  lips  have  now  forgot  to  sing. 

0  Linnet  in  the  wild-rose  brake 
Strain  for  my  Love  thy  melody, 

0  Lark  sing  loader  for  love's  sake. 
My  gentle  Lady  passeth  by. 

She  is  too  fair  for  any  man 
To  see  or  hold  his  heart's  delight. 

Fairer  than  Qaeen  or  courtezan 
Or  moon-lit  water  in  the  night. 

Her  hair  is  bound  with  myrtle  leaves, 
(Green  leaves  upon  her  golden  hair!) 

Green  grasses  through  the  yellow  sheaves 
Of  autumn  corn  are  not  more  fair. 

Her  little  lips,  more  made  to  kiss 

Than  to  cry  bitterly  for  pain. 
Are  tremulous  as  brook- water  is, 

Or  roses  after  evening  rain. 

Her  neck  is  like  white  melilote 
Flushing  for  pleasure  of  the  sun. 

The  throbbing  of  the  linnet's  throat 
Is  not  so  sweet  to  look  upon. 

As  a  pomegranate,  cut  in  twain. 

White-seeded,  is  her  crimson  mouth, 

Her  cheeks  are  as  the  fading  stain 

Where  the  peach  reddens  to  the  south. 

0  twining  hands  !  0  delicate 
^ White  body  made  for  love  and  pain  ! 

0  House  of  love  !  0  desolate 
Pale  flower  beaten  by  the  rain  ! 
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CHANSON. 

A  RING  of  gold  and  a  milk-white  dove 

Ave  goodly  gifts  for  thee, 
And  a  hempen  rope  for  your  own  love 

To  hang  upon  a  tree. 

For  you  a  House  of  Ivory 

(Roses  are  white  in  the  rose-bower)! 
A  narrow  bed  for  me  to  lie 

(White,  0  white  is  the  hemlock  flower)! 

Myrtle  and  jessamine  for  you 

(0  the  red  rose  is  fair  to  see)! 
For  me  the  cypress  and  the  rue 

(Fairest  of  all  is  rose-mary)! 

For  you  three  lovers  of  your  hand 
(Green  grass  where  a  man  lies  dead.)! 

For  me  three  paces  on  the  sand 
(Plant  lilies  at  my  head)! 


IMPRESSIONS. 


LES   SILHOUETTES. 


The  sea  is  flecked  with  bars  of  gray 
The  dull  dead  wind  is  out  of  tune, 
And  like  a  withered  leaf  the  moon 
Is  blown  across  the  stormy  bay. 

Etched  clear  upon  the  pallid  sand 
The  black  boat  lies:  a  sailor  boy 
Clambers  aboard  in  careless  joy 
With  laughing  face  and  gleaming  han(i, 
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And  overhearil  the  curlews  cry. 
Where  through  the  dusky  upland  grass 
The  young  brown-throated  reapers  Dass'. 
Like  silhouettes  against  the  sky. 

II. 

LA   FUITE    DE   LA    LUKE. 

To  outer  senses  there  is  peace, 
A  dreaniy  peace  on  either  hand. 
Deep  silence  in  the  shadowy  land. 
Deep  silence  where  the  shadows  cease. 

Save  for  a  cry  that  echoes  shrill 
From  some  lone  bird  disconsolate; 
A  corncrake  calling  to  its  mate; 
The  answer  from  the  misty  hill. 

And  suddenly  the  moon  withdraws 
Her  sickle  from  the  lightening  skie«, 
And  to  her  somber  cavern  flies, 
Wrapped  in  a  veil  of  yellow  gauze. 


THE  GRAVE  OF  KEATS. 

Rid  of  the  world's  injustice,  and  his  pain. 
He  rests  at  last  beneath  God's  veil  of  blue: 
Taken  from  life  when  life  and  love  were  new 

The  youngest  of  the  martyrs  here  is  lain. 

Fair  as  Sebastian,  and  as  early  slain. 
No  cypress  shades  his  grave,  no  funeral  yew. 
But  gentle  violets  weeping  with  the  dew 

Weave  on  his  bones  an  ever-blossoming  chain. 

0  proudest  heart  that  broke  for  misery! 
0  sweetest  lips  since  those  of  Mitylene! 
0  poet-painter  of  our  English  Land ! 

Thy  name  was  writ  in  water it  shall  stand: 

And  tears  like  mine  will  keep  thy  memory  green. 
As  Isabella  did  her  Basil-tfee. 


Home. 
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THEOCRITUS. 

A    VILL ANELLE. 

0  Singer  of  Persephone! 

In  the  dim  meadows  desolate 
Dost  thou  remember  Sicily? 

Still  through  the  ivy  flits  the  bee 
Where  Amaryllis  lies  in  state; 
0  Singer  of  Persephone! 

Simsetha  calls  on  Hecatb 

And  hears  the  wild  dogs  at  the  gate; 
Dost  thou  remember  Sicily? 

Still  by  the  light  and  laughing  sea 

Poor  Polypheme  bemoans  his  fate: 
0  Singer  of  Persephone! 

And  still  in  boyish  rivalry 

Young  Daphnis  challenges  his  mate: 
Dost  thou  remember  Sicily? 

Slim  Lacon  keeps  a  goat  for  thee, 

For  thee  the  jocund  shepherds  wait, 
0  Singer  of  Persephone! 
Dost  thou  remember  Sicily? 


IN  THE  GOLD  ROOM. 

A   HARMONY. 

Her  ivory  hands  on  the  ivory  keys 

Strayed  in  a  fitful  fantasy, 
Like  the  silver  gleam  when  the  poplar  trees 

Rustle  their  pale  leaves  listlessly, 
Or  the  drifting  foam  of  a  restless  sea 
When  the  waves  show  their  teeth  in  the  flying  breeze. 
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Her  gold  hair  fell  on  the  wall  of  gold 
Like  the  delicate  gossamer  tangles  spun 

On  the  burnished  disk  of  the  marigold, 
Or  the  sun-flower  turning  to  meet  the  sun 
When  the  gloom  of  the  jealous  night  is  done, 

And  the  spear  of  the  lily  is  aureoled. 

And  her  sweet  red  lips  on  these  lips  of  mine 
Burned  like  the  ruby  fire  set 

In  the  swinging  lamp  of  a  crimson  shrine, 
Or  the  bleeding  wounds  of  the  pomegranate, 
Or  the  heart  of  the  lotus  drenched  and  wet 

With  the  spilt-out  blood  of  the  rose-red  wine. 


BALLADE  DE  MARGUERITE. 

(normande.) 

I  AM  weary  of  lying  within  the  chase 

When  the  knights  are  meeting  in  market-place. 

Nay,  go  not  thou  to  the  red- roofed  town 

Lest  the  hooves  of  the  war-horse  tread  thee  down. 

But  I  would  not  go  where  the  Squires  ride, 
I  would  only  walk  by  my  Lady's  side. 

Alack!  and  alack!  thou  art  over  bold, 
A  Forester's  son  may  not  eat  off  gold. 

Will  she  love  me  the  less  that  my  Father  i£  seen. 
Each  Martinmas  day  in  a  doublet  green? 

Perchance  she  is  sewing  at  tapestrie. 
Spindle  and  loom  are  not  meet  for  thee. 

Ah,  if  she  is  working  the  arras  bright 

I  might  ravel  the  threads  by  the  fire-light. 

Pefchance  she  is  hunting  of  the  deer, 
How  could  you  ioUow  o'er  hill  and  meer? 
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Ah,  if  she  is  riding  with  the  court, 

I  might  ruQ  beside  her  and  wind  the  morte. 

Perchance  she  is  kneeling  in  S.  Denys, 
(On  her  sonl  may  our  Lady  have  gramercy!) 

Ah,  if  she  is  praying  in  lone  chapelle, 

I  might  swing  the  censer  and  ring  the  bell. 

Come  in  my  son,  for  yon  look  sae  pale, 
The  father  shall  fill  thee  a  stoup  of  ale. 

But  who  are  these  knights  in  bright  array? 
Is  it  a  pageant  the  rich  folks  play? 

'Tis  the  King  of  England  from  over  sea, 
Who  has  come  unto  visit  our  fair  countrie. 

But  why  does  the  curfew  toll  sae  low 
And  why  do  the  mourners  walk  a-row? 

0  'tis  Hugh  of  Amiens  my  sister's  son 
Who  is  lying  stark,  for  his  day  is  done. 

Nay,  nay,  for  I  see  white  lilies  clear, 
It  is  no  strong  man  who  lies  on  the  bier. 

0  'tis  old  Dame  Jeannette  that  kept  the  hall, 

1  knew  she  would  die  at  the  autumn  fall. 

Dame  Jeannette  had  not  that  gold-brown  hair, 
Old  Jeannette  was  not  a  maiden  fair. 

0  'tis  none  of  our  kith  and  none  of  our  kin, 
(Her  soul  may  our  Lady  assoil  from  sin!) 

But  I  hear  the  boy's  voice  chanting  sweet, 
**  Elle  est  morte,  la  Marguerite." 

Come  in  my  son  and  lie  on  the  bed. 
And  let  the  dead  folk  bury  their  dead. 

0  mother,  you  know  I  loved  her  true: 
0  mother,  hath  one  grave  room  for  two? 


POEMS    BY    OSCAR    WILDE. 


THE  DOLE  OF  THE  KING'S  DAUGHTEE. 

(BRETON.) 

Seve:n"  stars  in  the  still  water, 

And  seven  in  the  sky; 
Seven  sins  on  the  King's  daughter, 

Deep  in  her  soul  to  lie. 

Eed  roses  are  at  her  feet, 

(Roses  are  red  in  her  red-gold  haii^ 
Aqd  0  where  her  bosom  and  girdle  meet 

Bed  roses  are  hidden  there.    • 

Fair  is  the  knight  who  lieth  slain 

Amid  the  rush  and  reed,    .^ 
See  the  lean  fishes  that  are  fain 

Upon  dead  men  to  feed. 

Sweet  is  the  page  that  lieth  there, 

(Cloth  of  gold  is  goodly  prey,) 
See  the  black  ravens  in  the  air. 

Black,  0  black  as  the  night  are  they. 

What  do  they  there  so  stark  and  dead? 

(There  is  blood  upon  her  hand) 
Why  are  the  lilies  flecked  with  red? 

(There  is  blood  on  the  river  sand.) 

There  are  two  that  ride  from  the  south  and  east. 
And  two  from  the  north  and  west, 

For  the  black  raven  a  goodly  feast. 
For  the  King's  daughter  rest. 

There  is  one  man  who  loves  her  true 
(Red,  0  red,  is  the  stain  of  gore!) 

He  hath  duggen  a  grave  by  the  darksome  yew, 
(One  grave  will  do  for  four.) 

No  moon  in  the  still  heaven. 

In  the  black  water  none, 
The  sins  on  her  soul  are  seven, 

The  sin  upon  his  is  one. 
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AMOE  INTELLECTUALIS. 

Oft  have  we  trod  the  vales  of  Castaly 

And  heard  sweet  notes  of  sylvan  music  blown 
From  antique  reeds  to  common  folk  unknown 

And  often  launched  our  bark  uj^on  that  sea 

Which  the  nine  Muses  hold  in  empery, 

And  plowed  free  furrows  through  the  wave  and  foam, 
ISTor  spread  reluctant  sail  for  more  safe  home 

Till  we  had  freighted  well  our  argosy. 

Of  which  despoiled  treasures  these  remain, 
Sordello's  passion,  and  the  honeyed  line 

Of  young  Endymion,  lordly  Tamburlaine 

Driving  his  pampered  jades,  and  more  than  these. 

The  seven-fold  vision  of  the  Florentine, 
And  grave-browed  Milton's  solemn  harmonies. 


SANTA  DECCA. 

The  Gods  are  dead:  no  longer  do  we  bring 
To  gray-eyed  Pallas  crowns  of  olive-leaves! 
Demeter's  child  no  more  hath  tithe  of  sheaves. 

And  in  the  noon  the  careless  shepherds  sing. 

For  Pan  is  dead,  and  all  the  wantoning 
By  secret  glade  and  devious  haunt  is  o'er: 
Young  Hylas  seeks  the  Avater-springs  no  more; 

Great  Pan  is  dead,  and  Mary's  Son  is  King. 

And  yet — perchance  in  this  sea-tranced  isle. 
Chewing  the  bitter  fruit  of  memory. 
Some  God  lies  hidden  in  the  asphodel. 

Ah  Love!  if  such  there  be  then  it  were  well 
For  us  to  fly  his  anger:  nay,  but  see 
The  leaves  are  stirring:  let  us  watch  a-while. 
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A  VISION. 

Two  crowned  Kings,  and  One  that  stood  alone 
With  no  green  weight  of  laurels  round  his  head, 
But  with  sad  eyes  as  one  uncomforted, 

And  wearied  with  man's  never-ceasing  moan 

For  sins  no  bleating  victim  can  atone, 
And  sweet  long  lips  with  tears  and  kisses  fed. 
Girt  was  he  in  a  garment  black  and  red. 

And  at  his  feet  I  marked  a  broken  stone 
Which  sent  up  lilies,  dove-like,  to  his  knees. 
Now  at  their  sight,  my  heart  being  lit  with  flame 

I  cried  to  Beatrice,  "Who  are  these?" 

And  she  made  answer,  knowing  well  each  name, 
'*j3Sschylos  first,  the  second  Sophokles, 
And  last  (wide  stream  of  tears!)  Euripides," 


IMPRESSION  DU  VOYAGE. 

The  sea  was  sapphire  colored,  and  the  sky 
Burned  like  a  heated  opal  through  the  air, 
We  hoisted  sail;  the  wind  was  blowing  fair 

For  the  blue  lands  that  to  the  eastward  lie. 

From  the  steep  prow  I  marked  with  quickening  eye 
Zakynthos,  every  olive  grove  and  creek, 
Ithaca's  cliff,  Lycaon's  snowy  peak. 

And  all  the  flower-strewn  hills  of  Arcady. 

The  flapping  of  the  sail  against  the  mast. 
The  ripple  of  the  water  on  the  side, 
The  ripple  of  girl's  laughter  at  the  stern. 

The  only  sounds: — when  'gan  the  West  to  burn. 
And  a  red  sun  upon  the  seas  to  ride, 
I  Stood  upon  the  soil  of  Greece  at  last! 
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THE   GRAVE    OF  SHELLEY. 

Like  burnt-out  torches  by  a  sick  man's  bed 
Gaunt  cypress-trees  stand  round  the  sun-bleached  stonej 
Here  doth  the  little  night-owl  make  her  throne, 

And  the  slight  lizard  show  his  jeweled  head. 

And,  where  the  chaliced  poppies  flame  to  red, 
In  the  still  chamber  of  yon  pyramid 
Surely  some  Old- World  Sphinx  lurks  darkly  hid, 

Grim  warder  of  this  plesaunce  of  the  dead. 

Ah!  swTet  indeed  to  rest  within  the  womb 
Of  Earth,  great  mother  of  eternal  sleep, 

But  sweeter  far  for  thee  a  restless  tomb 
In  the  blue  cavern  of  an  echoing  deep, 

Or  where  the  tall  ships  founder  in  the  gloom 
Against  the  rocks  of  some  wave -shattered  steep. 

Rome. 

BY  THE  ARXO. 

The  oleander  on  the  wall 
Grows  crimson  in  the  dawning  light, 
Though  the  gray  shadows  of  the  night 
Lie  3'et  on  Florence  like  a  pall. 

The  dew  is  bright  upon  the  hill, 
And  bright  the  blossoms  overhead, 
But  ah  I  the  grasshoppers  have  fled, 
The  little  Attic  song  is  still. 

Only  the  leaves  are  gently  stirred 
By  the  soft  breathing  of  the  gale, 
And  in  the  almond-scented  vale 
The  lonely  nightingale  is  heard. 

The  day  will  make  thee  silent  soon, 
0  nightingale  sing  on  for  love! 
While  yet  upon  the  shadowy  grove 
Splinter  the  arrows  of  the  moon. 

Before  across  the  silent  lawn 
In  sea-green  mist  the  morning  steals. 
And  to  love's  frightened  eyes  reveals 
The  long  white  fingers  of  the  dawn. 


POEMS    BT     OSCAK    WILDE.  98 

Fftst  climbing  up  the  eastern  sky 
To  grasp  and  slay  the  shuddering  night. 
All  careless  of  my  heart's  delight. 
Or  if  the  nightingale  should  die. 


FABIEN  DEI  FRANC  HI. 

iTTfi  silent  room,  the  heavy  creeping  shade, 
The  dead  that  travel  fast,  the  opening  door, 
The  murdered  brother  rising  through  the  floor. 

The  ghost's  white  fingers  on  thy  shoulders  laid. 

And  then  the  lonely  duel  in  the  glade. 

The  broken  swords,  the  stifled  scream,  the  gore, 
Thy  grand  revengeful  eyes  wiien  all  is  o'er, — 

These  things  4re  well  enough, — but  thou  wert  made 
For  more  august  creation!  frenzied  Lear 
Should  at  thy  bidding  wander  on  the  heath 
With  the  shrill  fool  to  mock  him,  Romeo 

For  thee  should  lure  his  love,  and  desperate  fear 

Pluck  Richard's  recreant  dagger  from  its  sheath— 
Thou  trumpet  set  for  Shakespeare's  lips  to  blowl 


ph:^dre. 

How  vain  and  dull  this  common  world  must  seem 
To  such  a  One  as  thou,  who  should'st  have  talked 
At  Florence  with  Mirandola,  or  walked 

Through  the  cool  olives  of  the  Academe: 

Thou  should'st  have  gathered  reeds  from  a  green  stream 
For  Goat-foot  Pan's  shrill  piping,  and  have  played 
With  the  white  girls  in  that  Phgeacian  glade 

Where  grave  Odysseus  wakened  from  bis  dream» 
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Ah!  surely  once  some  urn  of  Attic  clay 

Held  thy  wan  dust,  And  tbon  hast  come  ao^ain 
Back  to  this  common  world  so  dull  and  vain. 

For  thou  wert  weary  of  the  sunless  day, 
The  heavy  fields  of  scentless  asphodel. 
The  loveless  lips  with  which  men  kiss  in  Hell. 


PORTIA. 

I  MAETEL  not  Bassanio  was  so  bold 

To  peril  all  he  had  upon  the  lead, 
Or  that  proud  Aragon  bent  low  his  head, 

Or  that  Morocco's  fiery  heart  grew  cold: 
For  in  that  gorgeous  dress  of  beaten  gold 

Which  is  more  golden  than  the  golden  sun. 
No  woman  Veronese  looked  upon 

Was  half  so  fair  as  thou  whom  I  behold. 
Yet  fairer  when  with  wisdom  as  your  shield 

The  sober-suited  lawyer's  gown  you  donned 
And  v/ould  not  let  the  laws  of  Venice  yield 

Antonio's  heart  to  that  accursed  Jew — 
0  Portia!  take  my  heart:  it  is  thy  due: 

I  think  I  will  not  quarrel  with  the  Bond. 


QUEEN  HENEIETTA  MAHIA. 

In  the  lone  tent,  waiting  for  victory. 

She  stands  with  eyes  marred  by  the  mists  of  pain. 

Like  some  wan  lily  overdrenched  with  rain: 
The  clamorous  clang  of  arms,  the  ensanguined  sky. 
War's  ruin,  and  the  wreck  of  chivahy, 

To  her  proud  soul  no  common  fear  can  bi-ing: 

Bravely  she  tarrieth  for  her  Lord  the  King, 
Her  soul  a-flame  with  passionate  ecstasy. 
0  Hair  of  Gold!     0  Crimson  Lips!     0  Face 

Made  for  the  luring  and  the  love  of  man! 

With  thee  I  do  forget  the  toil  and  stress. 
The  loveless  road  that  knows  no  resting  place, 

Time's  straitened  pulse,  the  soul's  dread  weAriaess, 

My  freedom  and  my  life  republican  1 
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rATKTniKPOS   •  EPOS 


Sweet  I  blame  you  not  for  mine  the  fault  was,  had  I  not  been 

made  of  common  clay 
I  had  climbed  the  higher  heights  unclimbed  yet,  seen  the 

fuller  air,  the  larger  day. 

From  the  wildness  of  my  wasted  passion  I  had  struck  a  bet- 
ter, clearer  song, 

Lit  some  lighter  light  of  freer  freedom,  battled  with  some 
Hydra-headed  wrong. 

Had  my  lips  been  smitten  into  music  by  the  kisses  that  but 

made  them  bleed, 
You  had  walked  with  Bice  and  the  angels  on  that  verdant 

and  enameled  mead. 

I  had  trod  the  road  which  Dante  treading  saw  the  suns  of 

seven  circles  shine. 
Ay!  perchance  had  seen  the  heavens  opening,  as  they  opened 

to  the  JFloreutine. 

And  the  mighty  nations  would  have  crowned  me,  who  am 

crownless  now  and  without  name, 
And  some  orient  dawn  had  found  me  kneeling  on  the  threshold 

of  the  House  of  Fame^ 

I  had  sat  within  that  marble  circle  where  the  oldest  bard  is 

as  the  young, 
And  the  pipe  is  ever  dropping  honey,  and  the  lyre's  strings 

are  ever  strung. 

Keats  had  lifted  up  his  hymenaeal  curls  from  out  the  poppy- 
seeded  wine, 

With  ambrosial  mouth  had  kissed  my  forehead,  clasped  tko 
hand  of  noble  love  in  mine. 

And    at    springtide,    when    the   apple-blossoms  brush   the 

burnished  bosom  of  the  dove, 
Two  young  lovers  lying  in  an  orchard  would  have  read  the 

story  of  our  love. 

"Would  have  read  the  legend  of  my  passion,  known  the  bitter 

secret  of  my  heart, 
Kissed  as  we  have  kissed,  but  never  parted  as  we  two  are 

fated  now  to  part. 
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For  the  crimson  flower  of  our  life  is  eaten  by  the  canker- 
worm  of  truth, 

And  no  hand  can  gather  up  the  fallen  withered  petals  of  the 
ro?.e  of  youth. 

Yet  I  am  not  sorry  that  I  loved  you — ah  !  what  else  had  I  a 

'    boy  to  do, — 
Eor  the  hungry  teeth  of  time  devour,  and  the  silent-footed 
years  pursue. 

Eudderless,  we  drift  athwart  a  tempest,  and  when  once  the 

storm  of  youth  is  past, 
Without  lyre,  without  lute  or  chorus,  Death  a  silent  pilot 

comes  at  last. 

And  within  the  grave  there  is  no  pleasure,  for  the  blind- 
worm  battens  on  the  root, 

And  Desire  shudders  into  ashes,  and  the  tree  of  Passion 
bears  no  fruit. 

Ah!  what  else  had  I  to  do  but  love  you,  God's  own  mother 

was  less  dear  to  me. 
And  less  dear  the  Cytheraean  rising  like  an  argent  lily  from 

the  sea. 

1  have  made  my  choice,  have  lived  my  poems,  and,  though 

youth  is  gone  in  wasted  days, 
I  have  found  the  lover's  crown  of  myrtle  better  than  the 

poet's  crown  of  bays. 


THE  END. 
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dame^ Ward.  By  the  author 
of  "  Wedded  Hands  " *25 

1833  Bine  Ribbon,  The.    By  Eliza 

Tabor *25 

842  Blue-Stocking,  A.  By  Mrs.  An- 
nie Edwards *2S 

1730  Blue  Veil,  The.  By  F.  Du  Bois- 
gobey  *26 

1255  Bondman,  The.  By  Hall  Caine.  26 

1508  Book   of   Snobs.     By   W.    M. 

Thackeray *25 

1121  Booties'    Children.     By  John 

Strange  Winter *25 

1692  Border  Rifles.    By  Gustave  Ai- 

mard 25 

935  Borderland.  By  Jessie  Fother- 
gili *35 

1333  Born  Coquette,  A.    By  "The 

Duciiess" , 25 

1292  Bosky  Dell.  By  Mrs.  H.  Lovett 

Cameron ,*25 

429  Boulderstone.  By  William 
»im9 i'S5 
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880  Bound  by  a  Spell.  Hugrh  Con- 
way, autiior  of  "  Called  Back"*25 

1468  Bourbon  Lilies.  By  Champney.*25 
731  Boy  at  Mugby,  The.  By  Charles 
Dickens *25 

1643  Brave  Heart  and  True.      By 

Florence  Marryat *25 

394  Bravo,  The.  By  J.  Fenimore 
Cooper. *25 

1926  Breezie  Langton.    By  Hawley 

Smart *25 

987  Brenda  Yorke.  By  Mary  Cecil 
Hay 25 

1755  Bride  from  the  Bush,  A *25 

362  Bride  of  Lammermoor,  The. 
By  Sir  Walter  Scott 25 

1056  Bride  of  the  Nile,  The.     By 

George  Ebers 25 

300  Bridge  of  Love,  A.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme 25 

1600  Brierfleld  Tragedy,  The.      By 

Rebecca  Fergus  Redd . .  *25 

007  Bright  Star  of  Life,  The.  By 
B.  L.  Farjeon *25 

2012  Bright  Wedding  Day,  A.    By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

642  Britta.    By  George  Temple. . . .  *25 

1868  Broken  Blossom,  A.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat  *25 

1726  Broken  Seal,  A.  By  Dora  Rus- 
sell   *25 

1709  Broken  to  Harness.  By  Ed- 
mund Yates *25 

54  Broken  Wedding-Ring,  A.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 
of  "  Dora  Thome  " 25 

1838  Brooke's  Daughter.  By  Ade- 
line Sergeant *25 

1504  Biother   Jacob.      Bv    George 

Eliot .' *25 

1401  Buccaneer  Chief,  The.  By  Gus- 
tavo Aimard *2o 

898  Bulldog  and  Butterfly,  and 
Juiia  and  Her  Romeo,  by  Da- 
vid Christie  Murray,  and  Ro- 
meo and  Juliet,  by  William 
Black *25 

1097  Burgomaster's  Wife,  The.    By 

George  Ebers *25 

1831  Buried  Diamonds.    By  garah 

Tytler *25 

1381  Burnt  Million,  The.    By  James 

Payn *25 

1244  Buttons.      By   John    Strange 

Winter *25 

817  By  Mead  and  Stream.  By  Chas. 
Gibbon *25 

1429  By  Order-  of  the  Czar.  By  Jos- 
eph Hatton *25 

58  By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.  By  D. 
Christia  Murray *25 


T99  Caged  Lion,  The.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Yonge *25 

240  Called  Back.  By  Hugh  Conway  25 
A986  Called  to  Account.    By  Annie 
Thomas *25 


602  Camiola:   A  Girl  With  a  Fort- 
une.  By  Justin  McCarthy *85 

1676  Camilla.  By  Alexander  Dumas, 

Jr 25 

1864  Canadian   Senator,  The.     By 

Christopher  Cakes *M 

186  Canon's  Ward,  The.  By  James 

Payn *25 

2129  Captain  Brand,  of  the  Schoon- 
er  "Centipede."    By  Lieut. 

H.  A.  Wise,  U.S.N 2fi 

1167  Captain  Contanceau.  By  Emile 

Gaboriau *36 

159  Captain    Norton's  Diary,  and 
A  Moment  of  Madness.    By 

Florence  Marryat *25 

2077  Captain    of   the  "  Pole-Star." 

The.    By  A.  Conan  Doyle 25 

149  Captain's    Daughter,   The. 

From  the  Russian  of  Pushkin*25 
555  Cara  Roma.   By  Miss  Grant. .  .*25 
711  Cardinal   Sin,    A.     By    Hugh 
Conway,  author  of  "  Called 

Back" *25 

502  Carriston'sGiffc.  By  Hugh  Con- 
way, author  of  "Called  Back  "*25 
1695  Case  of  General  Ople,  The.  By 

George  Meredith .''25 

917  Case  of  Reuben  Malachi,  The. 

By  H.  Sutherland  Edwards.. *25 
937  Cashel  Byron's  Profession.  By 

George  Bernard  Shaw *25 

942  Cash  on  Delivery.    By  F.  Du 

Boisgobey *25 

364  Castle  Dangerous.   By  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott *25 

770  Castle   of   Otranto,  The.    By 

Horace  Walpole *25 

1502  Cast  Up  by  the  sea.    By  Sir 

Samuel  Baker *25 

1484  Catherine.    By  W.  M.  Thack- 
eray   *25 

746  Cavalry  Life;  or,  Sketches  and 
Stories  in  Barracks  and  Out. 

By  J.  S.  Winter *25 

1339  Caxtons,  The.    Lord  Lytton. . .  25 
419  Chainbearer,  The;  or,  The  Lit- 
tlepage  Manuscripts.    By   J. 

Fenimore  Cooper *25 

1857  Chance    or    Fate?     By  Alice 

O'Hanlon *25 

1003  Chandos.    By  "  Ouida." 25 

2097  Change  of  Air,  A.  By  Anthony 

Hope 25 

783  Chantry  House.    By  Charlotte 

M.  Yonge *25 

1820  Chaplain's   Secret,   The.     By 

Leon  de  Tinseau *25 

790  Chaplet of  Pearls,  The;  or, The 
White  and  Black  Ribaumonr. 

Charlotte  M.  Yonge .*25 

1646  Charles     Auchester.      By    E. 

Berger *25 

212  Charles    O'Malley,    the    Irish 

Dragoon.     By  Charles  Lever.  25 
554  Charlotte's  Inheritance.  (A  Se- 
quel to  "  Birds  of  Prey.")   By 
Aids  M.  E.  Braddon ..*» 
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61  Charlotte    Temple.    By    Mrs. 

Rowson 25 

1593  Charmed  Sea,  The.  By  Harriet 

Martineau *25 

1622  Chase,  The.  Bj' Jules  Lermina.*25 
588  Cherry.    By  the  author  of  '*  A 

Great  Mistake  " *25 

713  "  Cherry  Ripe."    By  Helen  B. 

tll3  Chevalier'  d''Harmentai,''The'; 
or,  The  Conspirators.  By  Al- 
exander Dumas 25 

2124  Chevalier  de  Maison   Rouge. 

By  Alexander  Dumas 25 

719  Childe  Harold's     Pilgrimage. 

By  Lord  Bvron *25 

1630  Child-Hunters,  The *25 

»20  Child  of  the  Revolution,  A.  By 

the  author  of  "Mile.  Mori  "..*25 
882  Children  of  Gibeon.  By  Walter 

Besant *25 

852  Children  of  the  Abbey,  The.  By 

Reerina  Maria  Roche *25 

1559  Children    of   To-morrow.     By 

William  sharp *25 

676  Child's  History  of  England,  A. 

By  Charles  Dickens .  25 

1800  Choice  of  Cliance,  A.  By  Olive 

P.  Fairchild *25 

1084  Chris.     By  W.  E.  Norris *25 

657  Christmas  Angel.  By  B.  L.  Far- 

jeon *25 

1533  Christmas  Carol.  A.  By  Charles 

Dickens *25 

1625  Christmas     Stories.*  * "  By  '  H.  " 
Farley *25 

631  Christowell.     R.  D.  Blackmore*25 
2024  Christy  Carew.   By  May  Lafifan*25 

507  Chronicles  of  the  Canongate, 
and  Otlier  Stories.  By  Sir 
Walter  Scott *25 

1623  City  and  Suburban.      By    F. 

Warden. . .   *25 

1860  Claire  and  the  Forge  Master. 

By  Georges  Ohnet *25 

632  Clara   Vaughan.       By   R.   D. 

Blackmore *25 

949  Claribel's  Love  Story;  or, 
Love's  Hidden  Depths.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 

of  "  Dora  Thome  " 25 

1040  Clarissa's  Ordeal.  By  the  au- 
thor of   *'A  Great  Mistake."  25 

1581  Clayton's  Rangers *25 

1190  Cleopatra.  By  H.  Rider  Hag- 
gard   25 

1832  Cleverly    Won.       By   Hawley 

Smart *25 

33  Clique  of  Gold,  The.  By  Emile 

Gaboriau 25 

3082  Cloister  and  the  Hearth,  The. 

By  Charles  Reade 25 

782  Closed  Door,  The.    By  F.  Du 

Boisgobey *25 

499  Cloven  Foot,  The.    By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon  *25 

1390  Cly  tie.    By  Joseph  Hatton . . . .  *25 
408  Colonel  Enderby's  Wife.    By 
Lucas  Malet. . .  *Si6 


1140  Colonel  Quaritch,  V.  C.  By  H. 

Rider  Haggard *25 

1717  Comedy  of  a  Country  House. 

By  Julian  Sturgis *2£ 

769  Cometh  Up  as  a  Flower.     Bv 

Rhoda  Broughron '.*25 

1393  Coming  Race,  The.    By  Lord 

Lytton *25 

221  Comin'  Thro'    the   Rye.      By 

Helen  B.  Mathers 25 

1169  Commodore  Junk.    By  George 

Manville  Fenn *2i 

2126  Company  of  Jehu,   The.    By 

Alexander  Dumas 96 

1946  Condition  of  Labor,  The.    By 

Henry  George *36 

1059  Confessions  of  an  English  Opi- 

Tim- Eater,  and  The  English 

Mail-Coach.    By  Thomas  De 

Quincev 25 

1013  Confessions    of    Gerald    Est- 

court.  The.    By  Florence  Mar- 

ryat *25 

523  Consequences  of  a  Duel,  The. 

By  F.  Du  Boisgobey *25 

547  Coquette's  Conquest,  A.     By 

Basil *25 

104  Coral  Pin,  The.  By  F.  Du  Bois- 
gobey  *25 

598  Corinna.    By  "  Rita  " *25 

2128  Corsican  Brothers,  The.     By 

Alexander  Dumas 25 

1283  Cosette.   By  Katherine  S.  Mac- 

quoid *25 

1090  Cossacks,  The.  By  Count  Lyof 

Tolstoi *25 

1290  Cost  of  a  Lie,  Tli».  By  Mrs.  H. 

.     Lovett  Cameron ^  .*25 

2020  Count  Kostia.     By    V.   Cher- 

buliez *25 

1772  Countess  Daphne.    By  Rita. .  .*25 
1148  Countess  Eve,  The.    By  J.  H. 

Shorthouse *25 

1115  Countess  Gisela,  The.     By  E. 

Marhtt 25 

2122  Countess  de  Charny,  The.    By 

Alexander  Dumas 25 

1645  Countess  of  Monte-Cristo 25 

1621  Count  of  Talavera,  The.  By.  J. 

Van  Lennep *36 

1961  Count  Robert    of    Paris.      By 

Sir  Walter  Scott.  Bart *25 

1379  Copper  Crash,  The.    By  Frank 

Danby *25 

262  Count   of  Monte-Cristo,  The. 

By  Alexander  Dumas.    Part  I  25 
262  Count    of    Monte-Cristo.  The. 

By  Alexander  Dumas.  Part  II  25 
1369  Counterfeiters  of  the  Cuyaho- 
ga, The.  By  Thomas  Holcomb*25 
687  Country    Gentleman,  A.     By 

I\Irs.  Oliphant *25 

9?9  Count's  Secret,  The.  By  Emile 

Gaboriau 25 

2133  Courting  of  Dinah  Shadd,  The. 

By  Rndyard  Kipling 25 

590  Courting  of  Mary  Smith,  The. 

By  F.  W.  Robinson *3f 
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787  Court  Royal.  A  Story  of  Cross 

Currents.  By  S.  Bannor-Gould*25 
:939  Courtship  in  1720  and  1860.   By 

Hawley  Smart *25 

1128  Cousin  Pons.    By  Honor6  de 

Balzac 25 

258  Cousins.    By  L.  B.  Walford . .  .*25 
1540  Cox's  Diary.  By  W.  M.  Thack- 
eray  *25 

1863  Crack  County,  A.  By  Mrs.  Ed- 
ward Kennard *25 

]W3  Crack  of  Doom,  The.    By  Will- 
iam Minto *25 

649  Cradle  and  Spade.  By  William 

Sime *25 

630  Cradock    Nowell.    By    R.    D. 

Blackmore *25 

938  Cranford.    Bv  Mrs.  Gaskell. .  .*25 
108  Cricket  on  the   Hearth,  The. 

By  Charles  Dickens *25 

876  Crime  of  Christmas  Day,  The. 
By  the  author  of  "  My  Ducats 

and  My  Daughter  " *25 

706  Crimson  Stain,  A.     By  Annie 

Bradshaw *25 

629  Cripps,  the  Carrier.    By  R.  D. 

Blackmore *25 

1522  Critical  Reviews.     By  W.  M. 

Thackeray *25 

1189  Crooked    Path,   A.      By  Mrs. 

Alexander *25 

1184  Crown  of  Shame,  A.    By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

1480  Cruel    London.      By    Joseph 

Hatton *25 

1549  Cruise  of  the  Black  Prince.  By 

Com.  Lovett  Cameron *25 

&51  Cry  of  Blood,  The.    By  F.  Du 

Boisgobev *25 

1647  Curb  and  Snaffle.  By  Sir  Randal 

Roberts *25 

504  Curly :  An  Actor's  Story.    By 

John    Coleman.     Illustrated.*25 
1224  Curse  of  Carne's  Holo,    The. 

Hy  G.  A.  He.ity *25 

1911  Curse  Upon  Mitre  Square,  The. 

By  John  Francis  Brewer *25 

544  Cut  by  the  County ;   or,  Grace 

Darnel.     Miss  M.  E.  Bra(idon*25 
806  Cynic  Fortune.    By  D.  Christie 
Murray ^. .  .*25 

IfidS  Daisy's  Dilemma.    By  Mrs.  H. 

Lovett  Cameron *25 

446  Dame  Durden.  By  "Rita'\.*25 
1265  Danesburv    House.      By  Mrs. 

Henry  Wood *25 

1177  Daiigrerous  Cat's-paw,  A.     By 

David   Christie    Murray    and 

Henry  Murray *25 

1860  Dangerous  Game,  A.    By  Ida 

Linn  Girard .\  .  *25 

34  Daniel  Deronda.    By  George 

Eliot 25 

18(83  Darby  and  Joan.  By  "Rita".*25 
1885  Darell  Blake.    By  Lady  Colin 

CampbeU *95 


1412  Dark  Colleen,  The.  By  Har- 
riett Jay *26 

301  Dark  Days.    By  Hugh  Conway  25 
609  Dark  House,  The :  A  Knot  Un- 
raveled. By  G.  Manville  Fenn*25 
1026  Dark  Inheritance,  A.   By  Mary 

Cecil  Hay *25 

975  Dark  Marriage  Morn,  A.    By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme . .  25 

1797  Dateless  Bargain,  A.    By  C.  L. 

Pirkiss *25 

1728  Daughter  of  an  Empress,  The. 

By  Louisa  Miihlbach 25 

81  Daughter  of  Heth,  A.  By  Will= 

iam  Black 25 

1681  Daughter  of  the  People,  A.  By 

Georgiana  M.  Craik *3S 

251  Daughter  of  the  Stars,  The,  and 
Other  Tales.     Hugh  Conway, 
author  of  "  Called  Back  "....*25 
1287  Daughter's  Sacrifice,  A.  By  F. 

C.  Phillips *35 

1811  Daughters  of  Eve.     By  Paul 

Meritt *25 

22  David  Copperfleld.  By  Charles 

Dickens     .   26 

959  Dawm.    By  H.  Rider  Haggard.  25 
1211  Day  W^ill  Come,  The.  By  M.  E. 

Braddon 25 

527  Days  of  My  Life,  The.  By  Mrs. 

Oliphant *25 

1795  Dead    Heart,  A.     By   Charies 

Gibbon *25 

305  Dead  Heart,  A,  and  Lady 
Gwendoline's  Dream.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 

of  '*  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

341  Dead  Mans  Face,  A.  By  Hugh 

Conway *25 

567  Dead  Men's  Shoes.  By  Miss  M, 

E.  Braddon... *25 

1782  Dead  Past,  A.  By  Mrs.  H.  Lov- 
ett Cameron *25 

1664  Dead  Sea  Fruit.    By  Miss  M.  E. 

Braddon *25 

946  Dead  Secret,  The.    By  Wilkie 

Collins *25 

1449  Dean's  Daughter,  The.  By  Mrs. 

Gore *25 

1280  Dean's    Daughter,    The.      By 

Sophie  F.  F.  Veitch *25 

1071  Death  of  Ivan  Iliitcb,  The.    By 

Count  Lyof  Tolstoi *35 

1234  Deemster.  The.  By  Hah  Caine  25 
1514  Deep  Down.    By  R.  M.  Ballan- 

tyne *25 

1062  Deerslayer,  The :  or,  'I'he  First 

War  -  Path.     By  J.  Fenimore 

Coopei* . .   *25 

286  Deldee;  or.  The  Iron  Hand.  By 

F.  Warden ".*25 

1354  Delicia.  By  Beatrice  May  Btitt*25 
1655  Demoniac,  The.      By    "Walter 

Besant *S6 

1482  Denis  Duval.  By  W.  M.  Thack- 
eray   *25 

1306  Derrick  Vaughan.  By  Edna 
iyaU , 91 
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:809  Desperate  Remedies.  By  Thom- 
as Hard  v *25 

1762  Detective's  Eye,  The.     By  F. 

Du  Boisgobey *25 

1521  De  vereux.    By  Lord  Ly  tton . . .  *25 
1028  Devovit  Lover,  A ;  or.  A  Wasted 
Love.  By  Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cam- 
eron  25 

115  Diamond  Cut  Diamond.  By  T. 

Adolphus  Trollope *25 

1157  Diamond  in  the  Rough,  A.    By 

Alice  O'Hanlon *25 

1124  Diana  Barrington.     By  B.  M. 

Croker *25 

744  Diana  Carew  ;  or.  For  a  Wom- 
an's Sake.    By  Mrs.  Foirester*25 
S50  Diana  of  the  Crossways.    By 

George  Meredith 25 

478  Diavola;   or.  Nobody's  Daugh- 
ter.    By  Miss  M.  E.  Braddon.  25 
,352  Dick  Cheveley.  By  W.  H.  Kings- 
ton  *25 

1979  Dick  Netherby.    By  L.  B.  Wal- 

ford *25 

1935  Dick  Rodney.   By  James  Gran t*25 
87  Dick  Sand ;  or,    A  Captain  at 

Fifteen.    By  Jules  Verne 25 

486  Dick's  Sweetheart,    By  *'  The 

Duchess  " 25 

1698  Dick's  Wandering.  By  Sturgis*25 
1303  Dinna  Forget.  By  John  Strange 

Winter *25 

1500  Disarmed.       By   M.    Betham- 

Edwards *25 

1435  Dishonored.    By  Theo.  Gift. .  .*25 
1510  Disowned,The.  By  Lord  Lytton  25 
536  Dissolving  Views.  By  Mrs.  An- 
drew Lang *25 

185  Dita.    By  Lady  Margaret  Ma- 

jendie *25 

894  Doctor  Cupid.    By  Rhoda 

Broughton *25 

1988  Doctor  Glennie's  Daughter.  By 

B.  L.  Farjeon *25 

594  Doctor  Jacob.  By  Miss  Betham- 

Ed  wards *25 

108  Doctor  Marigold.    By  Charles 

Dickens *25 

1491  Doctor's    Secret,   The.    By 

"Rita" *25 

529  Doctor's  Wife,  The.  By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

2105  Dodo.    By  E.  F.  Benson 25 

1903  Dolly.     By  Justin  McCarthy, 

M.  P *25 

!II98  Dolly  Dialogues,  The.    By  An- 
thony Hope 25 

721  Dolores.     By  Mrs.  Forrester.. *25 
107  Dombey  and  Son.    By  Charles 

Dickens 25 

1562  Dominick,  the    Poor  Scholar. 

By  William  Carleton *25 

882  Donal  Grant.    By  George  Mac- 
Donald  *25 

1W2  Donald  Ross  of  Heimra.    By 

Wilham  Black *25 

671  Don  Gesualdo.  By  "Ouida.".*25 
1576  Don  Quixote.  By  Cervantes..  25 
1149  Donovan.    By  Edna  Ly  all....,  2^ 


779  Doom  !    An  Atlantic  Episode. 
By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P.*25 
51  DoraThorne.   By  Charlotte  M. 

Braeme 28 

284  Doris.    By  "  The  Duchess  "...  25 
820  Doris's  Fortune.   By  Florence 

Warden *25 

230  Dorothy    Forster.    By  Walter 

Besaut *25 

678  Dorothy's  Venture.   By  Mary 

Cecil  Hay 2i 

1815  Double  Knot.'  A.'. ' "  By  <Jeorge 

Manville  Fenn *t6 

1352  Double    Marriage,  A.     By  B. 

Collensie *25 

665  Dove  in  the  Eagle's  Nest,  The. 

By  Charlotte  M.  Yonge *26 

1767  Dramas  of  Life.  By  George  R. 

Sims *25 

585  Drawn  Game,  A.    By  Basil . .  .+25 
1343  Dream  Faces.      By  the  Hon. 

Mrs.  Featherstonhaugh *25 

2141  Dream  Life.  By  Ik.  Marvel..  25 
1814  Dreams.  By  Olive Schreiner..*25 
1022  Driven  to  Bay.    By  Florence 

Marryat *25 

1039  Driver     Dallas.        By     John 

Strange  Winter *25 

1035  Duchess,  The.    By  "  The  Duoh- 

2022  Duchess   of   Powysland,  The". 

By  Grant  Allen *25 

1889  Duchess    of    llosmary   Lane, 

The.    By  B.  L.  Farjeon *25 

151  Ducie  Diamonds,  The.    By  C. 

Blatherwick *25 

549  Dudley  Carleon  ;  or,  The  Broth- 
ers  Secret,  and  George  Caul- 
fieid's  Journey.  By  Miss  M.  E. 
Braddon *25 

1432  Duke  of  Kandos.    By  A.  Ma- 

they *25 

982  Duke's  Secret,  The.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme,  author  of 
"  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

1908  Dumaresq's    Daughter.       By 

Grant  Allen *25 

1195  Dumaresq's  Temptation.     By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

1587  Dumps.     By  L-^uisa  Parr *25 

1464  Dunallan.    By  Kennedy *25 

855  Dynamiter,  The.  By  Robert 
Louis  Stevenson  and  Fanny 
Van  de  Grift  Stevenson *J6 


465  Earl's   Atonement,   The.     By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 2S 

990  Earl's  Error,  The,  and  Arnold's 
Promise.  By  Charlotte  M. 
Braeme,    author    of    "  Dora 

Thorne" 25 

1525  Eastern  Sketches.    By  W.  M. 

Thackeray *25 

8  East  Lynne.     By  Mrs.  Henry 

Wood... ^..  25 

1405  Eavesdropper,  The.  By  James 

_*ftrn......... *ai 
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1858 
533 

1569 
1118 

1387 

1691 

1366 


12J86 
1106 
685 

521 

625 

1849 

96 

90 

1033 

8084 

786 

162 

1122 
1313 

470 

1469 

T64 

62 
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Edmond  Dantes.  By  Alexan- 
der Dumas 25 

Effle  Ogilvie.  By  Mrs.  01iphant*25 

Egoist,  The.  By  George  Mere- 
dith  *25 

Leagues  on  the  Amazon; 
or.  The  Jangada.  By  Jules 
Verne 25 

Eight  Days.     By  R.  E.  Forrest*25 

Eight  Years  Wan deringiu  Cey- 
lon,   By  Samuel  Baker *25 

Elbow  Room.  By  Max  Adeler.*25 

Elect  Lady,  The.  By  George 
MacDonald *25 

Eli's  Children.  By  George  Man- 
ville  Fenn *25 

Elizabeth  Morley.  By  Katha- 
rine S.  Macquoid *35 

Ehzabeth ;  or,  the  Exiles  of  Si- 
beria. From  the  French  of 
Madame  Cottin *25 

Elizabeth's  Fortune.  By  Ber- 
tlia  Thomas *25 

Ellen  Middleton.  By  Lady 
Georgiana  Fullerton *25 

Emperor,  The.  By  George 
Ebers 25 

England  under  Gladstone.  1880 
—1885.  By  Justin  H.  McCar- 
thy, M.P *25 

Entangled.  By  E.  Fairfax 
Byrrue *25 

Erema;  or,  My  Father's  Sin. 
By  R.  D.  Blackmore 25 

Erie  Brighteyes.  By  H.  Rider 
Haggard 25 

Erling  the  Bold.  By  R.  M.  Bal- 
lantyne *25 

Ernest  Maltravers.  By  Sir  E. 
Bulwer  Lvtton 25 

Esther :  A'Story  for  Girls.  By 
Rosa  Nouchette  Carey 25 

Esther  Waters.  By  George 
Moore 25 

Ethel  Mildmay's  Follies.    By 

author  of  "  Petite's  Romance  "*25 

Eugene  Aram.  By  Sir  E.  Bul- 
wer Ly  tton 25 

Eve.    By  S.  Baring-Gould *25 

Eve  at  the  Wheel.  By  George 
Manville  Fenn *25 

Evelyn's  Folly.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeine,  author  of  "  Dora 
Thome" 25 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  By  M. 
J.  Colquhoun *25 

Evil  Genius,  The.  By  Wilkie 
ColHns *25 

Executor,  The.  By  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander   25 

Eyre's  Acquittal.  By  Helen  B. 
Mathers *25 


319  Face  to  Face :  A  Fact  in  Seven 
Fables.    By  R.  E.  Francillon.*25 

8T7  Facing  the  Footlights.  By  Flor- 
ence Marr.yat **ft 


1523  Failure  of  Elizabeth,  The.    By 
E.  Frances  Poynter *as 

1806  Fair  and  False.    By  Mrs.  Dale*a| 
538  Fair  Coifntry  Maid,  A.    By  E. 
Fairfax  Byrrne *25 

905  Fair-Haired  Alda,  The.  By 
Florence  Marryat **J6 

261  Fair  Maid,  A.  By  F.  W.  Robin- 
son  *25 

417  Fair  Maid  of  Perth,  The ;  or, 
St.  Valentine's  Day.  By  Sir 
Walter  Scott M 

626  Fair  Mystery,  A.      By   Char-   ■ 

lotte  M.  Braeme Itt 

727  Fair  Women.     Mrs.  Forrester  21 

1181  Fairy  of  the  Alps,  The.    By  E. 

Werner 26 

30  Faith  and  Unfaith.    By  "  The 

Duchess  " . .  26 

819  Fallen  Idol,  A.   By  F.  Anstey..*38 

1199  False  Scent,  A.  By  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander  25 

1758  False   Start.  A.     By    Haw  ley 

Smart *2<» 

928  False  Vow,  The;  or,  Hilda.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme 86 

543  Family  Affair,  A.  By  Hugh 
Conway,  author  of    "  Called 

Back" ♦« 

338  Family  Difficulty,  The.  By  Sa- 
rah Douduey *25 

1905  Family   Failing,    A.      By   H. 

Smart *2S 

1263  Family  Without  a  Name,  A.  By 

Jules  Verne *25 

1544  Famous   Funny  Fellows.    By 

W.  M.  Clemens *25 

1707  Famous  or  Infamous?  By  Ber- 
tha Thomas *25 

690  Far  From  the  Madding  Crowd. 

By  Thomas  Hardy 25 

798  Fashion  of  this  World,  The.  By 
Helen  B.  Mathers *25 

1928  Fashionable  Marriage,  A.    By 

Mrs.  Alex.  Eraser *3i 

680  Fast  and  Loose.  By  Arthur 
Griffiths *25 

1528  Fatal  Boots.  By  W.  M.  Thack- 
eray  *25 

246  Fatal  Dower,  A.  By  the  Author 

of  "  His  Wedded  Wife  "     . . .  .*a6 
299  Fatal  Lilies,  The,  and  A  Bride 
from  the  Sea.     By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "■  Dora 

Thorne" 25 

548  Fatal  Marriage,  A,  and  The 
Shadow  in  the  Corner.  By 
Miss  M.  E.  Braddon *25 

1930  Fatal  Past,  A.  By  Dora  Rus- 
sell   *25 

1098  Fatal  Three,  The,    By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

2011  Fatal  Wedding,  A.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme 25 

1043  Faust.     By  Goethe 25 

1773  Faustine.    By  Rita *25 

693  Felix  Holt,  the  Radical.  By 
George  Eliot *ll 
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542  Fenton's  Quest.  By  Miss  M.  E. 

Braddon *25 

1245  Fettered  for  Life.    By  Frank 

Barrett     *25 

1185  Fiery  Ordeal,  A.  By  Charlotte 

M,  Braeme 25 

1777  Fight  for  a  Fortune,  A.    By  F. 

Du  Boisgobey *25 

993  Fighting  the  Air.  By  Florence 

Marryat *25 

7  File  ISfo.  lis.    Emile  Gaboriau  25 
•75  Finger  of  Fate,  The.    By  Cap- 
tain Mayne  Reid , .  .*25 

95  Fire  Brigade,  The.    By  R.  M. 

Ballantyne *25 

1305  Firm  of  Girdlestone,  The.    By 

A.  Conan  Doyle 25 

•74  First  Person  Singular.  By  Da- 
vid Christie  Murray *25 

8125  First  Republic,  The;  or,  The 
Whites  and   the  Blues.    By 

Alexander  Dumas 25 

1377  First   Violin,  The.    By   Jessie 

Fothergill. . .   25 

W9  Fisher  Village,  The.    By  Anne 

Beale *25 

1536  Fitzboodle  Papers.    By  W.  M 

Thackeray *25 

1880  Flat  Iron  for  a  Farthing,  A. 

By  Mrs.  Ewing *25 

1513  Fleetwood's  End.    By  Adeline 

Sergeant *25 

1917  Fleurange.    By  Augusta  Cra- 

yen *25 

1416  Fleurette.    By  Eugene  Scribe. *25 
1168  Flight  to  France,  The.  By  Jules 

Verne *25 

1704  Flora  Lyndsay.     By  Susanna 

Moodie *25 

579  Flower  of  Doom,  The,  and 
Other  Stories.  By  M.  Betham- 

Edwards *25 

1129  Flying  Dutchman,  The;  or, The 
Death  Ship.  By  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sell  *25 

1700  Flying    Horseman,  The.      By 

Gustave  Aimard *25 

1193  Fcg  Princes,  The.  By  Flor- 
ence Warden *25 

156  ''For  a  Dream's  Sake."     By 

Mrs.  Herbert  Martin *25 

745  For  Another's  Sin;  or,  A 
Struggle  for  Love.  By  Char- 
lotte M  Braeme 25 

1669  Forbidden  Fruit.     By  F.  W. 

Hacklander *25 

1834  For  Each  and  For  All.  By  Har- 
riet Martineau *25 

1151  For  Faith  and  Freedom.    By 

Walter  Besant .*25 

197  For  Her  Dear  Sake.    By  Mary 

Cecil  Hay 25 

150  For  Himself  Alone.    By  T.  W. 

Speight *25 

278  For  Life  and  Love.    By  Alison  25 
008  For  Lilias.  By  Rosa  Nouchette 

Carey.... 25 

713  For  Maimie's  Sake.    By  •! rant 

*«5 


2072  For  Marjorie's  Sake.   By  Lucy 

Randall  Comfort 2S 

1543  For  One  and  the  World.    By 

M.  Betham-Ed wards *25 

586  "  For  Percival."  By  Margaret 

Veley *25 

1962  For  the  Defence.  By  B.  L.  Far- 

jeon *25 

173  Foreigners,  The.  By  Eleanor  C. 

Price *25 

1845  Forestalled;  or.  The  Life  Quest. 

By  M.  Betham  Edwards *JS 

997  Forging  the  Fetters,  and  The 

Australian   Aunt.      By  Mrs. 

Alexander *25 

1956  Fortunes  of  Nigel,  The.    By 

Sir  Walter  Scott,  Bart *a5 

171  Fortune's   Wheel.    By    "The 

Duchess  "" 2i 

SI  17  Forty-Five   Guardsmen,  The. 

By  Alexander  Dumas 26 

216  Foul  Play.  By  Charles  Reade  25 
438  Found    Out.     By    Helen     B. 

Mathers »25 

1330  Four  Georges,  The.    By  W.  M. 

Thackerav *25 

1394  Four  MaoNicols,  The.  By  Will- 
iam Black *25 

1774  Fragoletta.    By  Rita *25 

1487  Frances  Kane's  Fortune.    By 

L.T.Meade *35 

1376  Frankenstein.    By  Mary  Wol- 

stonecraf  t  Shelley *25 

333  Frank   Fairlegh:    or.    Scenes 

From  the  Life  of  a  Private 

Pupil.  By  Frank  E.  Smedley*25 
1678  Frankley.  By  Henri  Greville.*25 
1902  Freaks  of  Lady  Fortune,  The. 

By  May  Crommelin *25 

1410  Freckles.    By  R.  F.  Redd *25 

1677  Frederick  the  Great  and  His 

Court.  By  Louisa  Miihlbach .  *25 
1701  Freebooters,  The.  By  Gustave 

Aimard *25 

805  Freres,  The.  By  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander  *25 

226  Friendship.  By  "Ouida"....  25 
955  From  Gloom  to  Sunlight;  or. 

From    Out   the  Gloom.     By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 26 

732  From  Olympus  tofiades.    By 

Mrs.  Forrester *25 

348  From  Post  to  Finish.  A  Racing 

Romance.  By  Hawley  Smart  95 
1152  From  the  Earth  to  the  Moon. 

By  Jules  Verne 25 

1738  From  the  Other  Side.    By  F. 

E.  M.  Notley *35 

1044  Frozen   Pirate,  The.     By   W. 

Clark  Russell 25 

1835  Fruits  of  Enlightenment,  The. 

By  Tolstoi *« 


1618  Galaski.,  By  Geo.  M.  Beyno..*af 

1854  Galloping  Days  at  the  Deanery. 

By  Charles  Jameg. *25 

886  Gambler's  Wifo,  The 36 
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971  Garrison  Gossip:  Gathered  in 
Blanktiampton.  John  Strange 

Winter *25 

772  Gascovne.    tlie    Sandal- Wood 

Trader.    By  11.  M.  Ballant5me*25 
1518  Gautran.    By  B.  L.  Farjeon..*25 
1243  Genevieve;    or,  The  Children 
of  Port  Royal.    By  the  author 
of  "Tlie  Spanish  Brothers"..  25 
1126  Gentleman  and  Courtier.    By 

Florence  Marryat *25 

1718  Geoffrey  Hamlyn.    By  Henry 

Kin^sley *25 

1702  Geoffrey  Moncton.  By  Susanna 

Moodie *25 

331  Gerald.    By  Eleanor  C.  Price. *25 
1«70  Gertrude's  Marriage.    By   W. 

Heimburg 25 

208  Ghost  of  Charlotte  Cray,  The, 
and  Other  Stories.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

613  Ghost's  Touch,  The.  By  Wilkie 

Collins *25 

225  Giant's  Robe.  The.      F.  Anstev*25 
1452  Gideon  Fleyce.    By  Henry  W. 

Lucy *25 

300  Gilded  Sin,   A.    By  Charlotte 

M.  Braeme 25 

1454  Gipsy  Queen,  The.    By  Hugh 

De  Normand *25 

1904  Girl  From  Malta,  The.  By  Fer- 
gus Hume *25 

1924  Girl  in  the  Brown  Habit,  The. 

By  Mrs.  Edward  Kennard. . . .  *25 
1295  Girl  of  the  People,  A.  By  L.  T. 

Meade *25 

954  Girl's  Heart,  A.  By  the  author 

of  "  Nobody's  Darling  " *25 

867  Girls  of  Feversham,  The.    By 

Florence  Marryat *25 

644  Girton  Girl,  A.    By  Mrs.  Annie 

Edwards *25 

1597  Glen  of  the  Echoes.  By  Har- 
riet Martineau *25 

140  Glorious  Fortune,  A.  By  Wal- 
ter Besant *25 

1092  Glorious  Gallop,  A.    By  Mrs. 

Edward  Kennard *25 

647  Goblin  Gold.     By  May  Crom- 

melin *25 

450  Godfrey  Helstone.  By  Georgi- 

ana  M.  Craik *25 

:^893  Goethe  and  Schiller.  By  Louisa 

Muhlbach ...*25 

IWiO  Going  to  Maynooth.  By  Will- 
iam Carleton *25 

ie04  Gold  Bug,  and  Other  Tales.  By 

E.  A.  Poe *25 

972  Gold  Elsie.     By  E.  Marlitt 25 

1748  Gold-Seekers,  The.  By  Gustave 

Aimard 25 

911  Golden  Bells:  A  Peal  in  Seven 

Changes.   By  R.  E.  Francihon*25 
153  Golden  Calf ,  The.    By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

306  Golden  Dawn,  A,  and  Love 
for  a  Day.  By  Charlotte  M. 
Braeme,  autior  of  "Bora 
Thorae"  85 


1936  Golden  Dream,  A.      By  Geo. 

ManvilleFenn ♦86 

656  Golden  Flood,  The.    By  R.  E. 

Francillon  and  Wm.  Senior.  .*25 
1010  Golden  Gates.     By  Charlotte 

M.  Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 

Thome  " 25 

172  "  Golden  Girls."  By  Alan  Muir*25 
292  Golden  Heart,  A.  By  Charlotte 

M.  Braeme,  author  of  "Dora 

Thorne  " 25 

916  Golden   Hope,   The.      By   W. 

Clark  Russell U& 

667  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere,  The. 

By  Anthony  TroUope *» 

1434  Golden  Shaft.   By  Charles  Gib- 
bon  *2B 

1877  Good-Bye.     By  John  Strange 

Winter *35 

758  "Good-bye,  Sweetheart!"  By 

Rhoda  Broughton *25 

356  Good  Hater,  A.    By  Frederick 

Boyle *25 

2073  "  Good  Luck ;"  or.  Success,  and 

How  He  Won  It.     E.  Werner  25 
1584  Grandfather  Lickshingle.    By 

R.  K.  Criswell *25 

981  Granville  de  Vigne.  "Ouida."  35 
710  Greatest  Heiress  in  England, 

The.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant *25 

1813  Greatest  Thing  in  the  World, 

The.    By  Henry  Drummond..*25 
439  Great  Expectations.    By  Chas. 

Dickens *25 

135  Great  Heiress,  A:  A  Fortune  in 

Seven  Checks.  By  R.  E.  Fran- 
cillon  *25 

986  Great  Hesper,  The.  By  Frank 

Barrett *25 

1591  Great  Mill  Street  Mystery,  The. 

By  Adeline  Sergeant *25 

244  Great  Mistake,  A.     By  the  au- 
thor of  "  Cherry  " 25 

1783  Great  Taboo,  The,    By  Grant 

Allen *25 

170  Great   Treason,  A.    By  Mary 

Hoppus *25 

^51  Great  Voyages  and  Great  Navi- 
gators.   Jules  Verne 25 

1786  Great  World,  The.  By  Joseph 

Hatton ...*2« 

1198  Gred  of  Nuremberg.    By  Geo. 

Ebers 25 

1414  Green    Mountain    Boys.      By 

Thompson *25 

138  Green  Pastures  and  Piccadilly. 

By  Wm.  Black *25 

1298  Gretchen ;  or,  Adrian  Lyle.  By 

"Rita  ' *25 

1881  Grief.    By  B.  L.  Farjeon *25 

231  Griffith  Gaunt;    or,  Jealousy. 

Bv  Char/es  Reade 25 

1509  Grimm's      F^lry    Tales       By 

Brothers  Grimm *25 

677  Griselda.  By  the  author  of  "A  ' 

Woman's  Love-Story  " *25 

1186  Guelda *25 

1723  Guide  of  the  Desert.    By  Gus- 

taveAimard 35 
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3176  Gnilderoy.    By  "  Ouida" 25 

896  Guilty  River,  The.    By  Wilkie 

Collins *25 

1365  Gulliver's  Travels,     By  Dean 

Swift 25 

J97  Haco  the  Dreamer.  By  William 

Sime *25 

t68  Half- Way.    An  Anglo-French 

Romance *25 

354  Hand  and  Glove.  By  Amelia 
B.  Edwards *25 

1974  Hand  of  Ethelberta,  The.    By 

Thomas  Hardy *25 

663  Handy  Andy.  By  Samuel  Lover  25 

1388  Happy  Boy,  The.    By  Bjornst- 

jerne  Bjornson *;^5 

1886  Happv  Man  and  the  Hall  Por- 
ter, The.    By  Samuel  Lover.  .*25 
84  Hard  Times.    Charles  Dickens  25 

1196  Hardy  Norseman,  A.  By  Edna 

I^yall 25 

1534  Harold.    Bv  Lord  Lvtton 25 

622  Harry  Heathcote  of  Gangoil. 
By  Anthony  Trollope *25 

1458  Harry  Holbrooke.    By  Sir  H. 

Roberts 25 

191  Harry  Lorrequer.    By  Charles 

Lever ". 25 

569  Harry  Muir.  By  Mrs.  01iphant*25 

1531  Hartas   Maturin.     By    H.    F. 

Lester *25 

1202  Harvest.      By   John    Strange 

Winter *25 

873  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats,  A.  By 
Florence  Marryat *25 

2026  Hather  Court.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
worth  *25 

785  Haunted  Chamber,  The.  By 
"The  Duchess" *25 

1306  Haunted  Fountain,  The,  and 
Hetty's  Revengre.  By  Kather- 
ine  S.  Macquoid *25 

1472  Haunted   Hearts.      By   J.    B. 

Simpson *25 

977  Haunted  Hotel,  The.  By  Wil- 
kie Collins 25 

1529  Haunted     House,    The.      By 

Charles  Dickens *25 

1420  Haunted  House.   By  Lord  Lyt- 

ton 25 

9(8  Haunted  Life.  A;  or,  Her  Terri- 
ble Sin.  By  C.  M.  Braeme, 
author  of  "Dora  Thorne". ..  25 

169  Haunted  Man,  The.  By  Charles 
Dickens *25 

i743  Haute     Noblesse,     The.      By 

George  Manville  Fenn *25 

1615  Havoc  of  a  Smile,  The.    By  L. 

B.  Walford *25 

966  He,  by  the  author  of  "  King 
Solomon's  Wives,"  and  A 
Siege  Baby  and  Childhood's 
Memories,  by  John  Strange 
AViriter *25 

1902  He  Fell  Among  Thieves.  By 
David « Christie  Murray  and 
Heorv  Herman  .•••..*S5 


1667 
385 

811 

572 

167 

1925 

1631 
444 

391 
1367 

695 
1254 

741 

1104 
823 


1021 
513 


1236 
1251 

160 
1987 
1968 

814 

1853 

956 
1453 

860 

576 


He  Went  for  a  Soldier.  By 
John  Strange  Winter *25 

Headsman,  The;  or.  The  Ab- 
baye  des  Vignerons.  By  J. 
Fenimore  Cooper *25 

Head  Station,  The.  By  Mre. 
Campbell-Praed *25 

Healey.  By  Jessie  Fother- 
»ill *25 

Heart  and  Science.  By  Wilkie 
Collins *25 

Heart  of  a  Maid,  The.  By  Bea- 
trice Kipling *25 

Heart  of  Gold.    By  L.  T.  Meade*25 

Heartof  Jane  Warner,  The.  By 
Florence  Marryat *25 

Heart  of  Mid-Lothian,  The.  By 
Sir  Walter  Scott *25 

Heart  Wins.  By  Mrs.  Alexan- 
der  *25 

Hearts:  Queen,  Knave,  and 
Deuce.    By  D.  C.  Murray..  ..*25 

Hedri;  or.  Blind  Justice.  By 
Helen  B.  Mathers *28 

Heiress  of  Hilldrop,  The;  or, 
The  Romance  of  a  Young 
Girl.  By  Cliarlotte  M.  Braeme, 
author  of  "  Dora  Thorne  "...  25 

Heir  of  Linne,  The.  By  Rob- 
ert Buchanan *25 

Heir  of  the  Ages,  The.  By 
James  Pay n *25 

Heir  Presumptive,  The.  By 
Florence   Marryat *25 

Heir  Presumptive  and  the 
Heir  Apparent,  The.  By  Mrs. 
Ohphaut 25 

Heir  to  Ashley,  The.  By  Mrs. 
Henry  Wood *25 

Helen  Whitney's  Wedding,  and 
Other  Tales.  By  Mrs.  Henry 
Wood *25 

Henrietta's  Wish;  or,  Domi- 
neering. By  Charlotte  M, 
Yonge *25 

Her  Dearest  Foe.  By  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander   *35 

Her  Father's  Daughter.  By 
Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron *2t 

Her  Father's  Name.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

Her  Gentle  Deeds.  By  Sarah 
Tytler *25 

Her  Great  Idea.  By  L.  B. 
Walford *25 

Heriot's  Choice.  By  Rosa  Nou- 
chette  Carey 25 

Heritage  of  Langdale,  The.  By 
Mrs.  Alexander *25 

Heme  Lodge.  By  Earl  of 
Desart *25 

Her  Johnnie.   By  Violet  Whvte*25 

Her  Last  Throw.  By  "The 
Duchess  " *25 

Her  Lord  and  Master.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

Her  Martyrdom.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "Dora 

Thorne" f» 
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19  Her  Mother's  Sin.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 
Thorne" 25 

1997  Hero  Carthew.    By  Louisa 

Parr *25 

1289  Her   Only    Brother.      By    W. 

Heimburg: 25 

SOlO  Her  Only  Sin.     By  Charlotte 

M.  Braeme 25 

824  Her  Own  Doing.    W.  E.  Norris*25 

984  Her  Own  Sister.  By  E.  S.  Will- 
iamson  *25 

978  Her  Second  Love.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 
Thorne" 25 

1674  Her  World  Against  a  Lie.    By 

Florence  Marry  at *25 

1M5  Herr  Paulus:  His  Rise,  His 
Greatness,  and  His  Fall.  By 
Walter  Besant *25 

1818  Hidden  Foe,  A.  By  G.  A.  Henty*25 

196  Hidden  Perils.   Mary  Cecil  Hay  25 

518  Hidden  Sin ,  The.    A  Novel . . . .  *35 

933  Hidden  Terror,  A.  By  Mary 
Albert *25 

1938  Highest  References.  By  Flor- 
ence Warden *25 

953  Hilary's  Folly;  or.  Her  Mar- 
riage Vow.  By  Charlotte  M. 
Braeme 25 

928  Hilda;  or,  The  T'alse  Vow.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

1336  Hill  and  Valley.    By  H.  Marti- 

neau *25 

1712  Hillyars  and  Burtons,  The.  By 

Henry  Kingsley *25 

2089  Hired  Baby,  The.    By  Marie 

Corelli 25 

658  History  of  a  Week,  The.    By 

Mrs.  L.  B.  Walford *25 

165  History  of  Heury  Esmond,  The. 
By  William  M.  Thackeray. ..  25 

1496  History  of  Peudeunis.     By  W. 

M.  Thackeray *25 

1384  History  of  Rasselas,  The.    By 

Samuel  Johnson,  LL.D 25 

1610  History  of  the  Mormons.    By 

Lieut.  J.  W.  Gunnison *25 

461  His  Wedded  Wife.  By  author 
of  "  A  Fatal  Dower  " 25 

li06  His  Wife's  Judgment.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 

of  "  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

904  Holy  Rose,  The.  By  Walter  Be- 
sant  *25 

3041  Home  Again.  By  George  Mac- 

donald *25 

879  Hom«  as  Found.  (Sequel  to 
"  Homeward  Bound.")  By  J. 
Fenimore  Cooper *25 

1841  Home  Scenes.    By  T.  S.  Arthur*25 

1089  Home  Sounds.    By  E.  Weriier*25 

1332  Homes  Abroad.    'By  Harriet 

Martineau ..*25 

378  Homeward  Bound ;  or.  The 
Chase.     By  J.  F.  Cooper....  25 

1094  Homo  Sum.    By  George  Ebers  25 

1759  Honorable  Miss,  The.  By  L.  T. 
Meade •» 


2025  Honorable  Miss  Ferrard,  The. 

By  May  Laflfan *25 

1103  Honorable  Mrs.  Verekcr,  The. 

By  "  The  Duchess  " *25 

800  Hopes  and  Fears ;    or.  Scenes 

from  the  Life  of  a  Spinster. 

Charlotte  M.  Yonge *25 

1953  Horned  Cat,  The.    By  J.  Mac- 

laren  Cobban *25 

1440  Horse-Shoe  Robinson.    By 

John  P.  Kennedy *25 

552  Hostages  to  Fortune.    By  Miss 

M.  E.  Braddon..... *2S 

600  Houp-Lal    By   John    Strange 

Winter.     (Illustrated) *2£ 

703  House  Divided  Against  Itself, 

A,    By  Mrs.  Oliphant *25 

1787  House  of  Halliwell,  The.    By 

Mrs,  H.  F.  Wood *25 

1746  House   of  Tears,  A.      By  E. 

Downey.  *25 

2086  House  of  the  Wolf,  The.    By 

Stanley  J.  Weyman 25 

248  House  on  the  Marsh,  The.    By 

F.  Warden *25 

351  House  on  the  Moor,  The.    By 

Mrs.  Oliphant *25 

1447  House  on  the  Scar,  The.    By 

Bertha  Thomas *25 

874  House  Party,  A.  By  "  Ouida  "*25 
481  House  that  Jack  Built,  The. 

By  Alison *25 

1955  Hovenden,  V.  C.    By  F.  Mabel 

Robinson *25 

1451  How  Came  He  Dead?    By  J. 

Fitzgerald  Molloy *25 

1598  How  He  Reached  the  White 

House:  or,  A  Famous  Victory *25 
1572  How  it  all  Came  Round.  By  L. 

T.  Meade *25 

1250  How  They   Loved  Him.      By 

Florence  Marryat *25 

754  How  to  be  Happy  Though  Mar- 
ried.   By  a  (graduate  in  the 

University  of  Matrimony *25 

2135  Hunchback    of    Notre  Dame, 

The.    By  Victor  Hugo 25 

748  Hurrish :    A    Study.     By    the 

Hon.  Einilv  Lawless *25 

198  Husband's  Story,  A *25 

1320  Hypatia.  By  Charles  Kings- 
ley ,*25 

389  Ichabod.  A  Portrait.  By  Bertha 

Thomas *2S 

1463  Ida:  An  Adventure  in  Morocco. 

By  Mabel  Collins *26 

996  Idalia.    By  "Ouida" 25 

1842  Idle  Tales.    By  Mrs.  Riddell. .  .*25 
1331  IdieTlioughtsof  anidle  Fellow, 
The.    By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  25 

188  Idonea.     By  Anne  Beale *25 

807  If  Love  Be  Love.   By  D.  Cecil 

Gibbs *26 

715  I  Have  Lived  and  Loved.    By 

Mrs.  Forrester *25 

762  Impressions  of  Theophrastus 
1  Such.    By  George  Sliot *2B 


THE  SEASIDE  LIBRARY— Pocket  Edition. 


17 


796  In  a  Grass  Country.    By  Mrs. 

H.  Lovett  Cameron *25 

1009  In  an   Evil   Hour,  and   Other 

Stories.     By  "Tlie  Duchess  "*25 
3006  Incomplete    Adventurer,    and 
the  Boom  in  Bell-Topps,  The". 

Bv  Tigrhe  Hopkins *25 

304  In  Cupid's  Net.    By  Charlotte 

M.  Braeme  25 

:172  India  and  Her  Neighbors.     By 

W.  P.  Andrew *25 

1752  Indian  Chief.    By  Gustave  Ai- 

mard *25 

1740  Indian  Scout.    By  Gustave  Ai- 

mard *25 

S03  Ingledew  House.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme.  author  of  *'  Dora 

Thorne" 25 

1672  Insurgent  Chief,  The.    By  Gus- 
tave Aimard *25 

11061  In  the  Olden  Time.    By  Miss 

Roberts *25 

383  Introduced    to    Society.      B3^ 

Hamilton  Aid6  *25 

404  In    Durance  Vile,    and  Other 

Stories.    By  "  The  Duchess  '•*25 
1687  In  Exchange  for  a  Soul.    i*y 

Mary  Linskill '. *25 

1132  In  Far  Lochaber.    By  William 

Black *25 

1304  III  Her  Earliest  Youth.  By  Tas- 

ma *25 

1293  In  Jeopardy.    By  George  Man- 

ville  Fenn *25 

324  In  Luck  at  Last.     By  Walter 

Besant ...*26 

1951  In    Luck's    Way.      By    John 

Strange  Winter *25 

672  In  Maremma.  By  "  Ouida  " *25 

1793  In    One    Town.    By   Edmund 

Downe5' *25 

577  In   Peril   and     Privation.    By 

James  Payn *25 

638  In  Quarters  with  the  25th  (The 
Black  Horse)  Dragoons.    By 

J.  S.  Winter *25 

759  In  StaiUow  Waters.     By  Annie 

Armitt *25 

39  In  Silk  Attire.    By  Wm.  Black  25 
1111  In  the  Counselor's  House.    By 

E.  Marlitt 25 

738  In  the  Golden  Days.    By  Edna 

Lyall 25 

1889  In  the  Heait  of  the  Storm.  By 

Maxwell  Gray *25 

682  In  the  Middle  Watch.    By  W. 

Clark  Russell 25 

1149  In  the  Old  Palazzo.    By  Ger- 
trude Forde. *25 

1093  In  the  Schillingscourt.    By  E. 

Marlitt    25 

1841  In  the  Shires.    By  Sir  Randal 

Roberts:  *25 

452  In  the  West  Countrie.  By  May 

Crommelin *25 

1943  In  Two  Moods.     By  Stepniak 

and  Wm.  Westal) *25 

1143  Inner  House,  The.    By  Walter 
Besaut ^....    *}» 


604  Innocent:  A  Tale  of  Modern 

Life.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant *25 

122  lone  Stewart.  By  Mrs.  E  Lynn 

Linton *25 

1418  Irene.    By  C.  Detlef ♦» 

lOol  Irene's  Vow.    By  Charlotte  M. 

Braeme 25 

233  "  I  Say  No ;"  or.  The  Love-Let- 
ter Answered.  By  Wilkie  Col- 

Hns 25 

235  "It   is    Never   Too    Late    to 

Mend."    By  Charles  Reade. ..  25 
28  Ivauhoe.    By  Sir  Walter  Scott  25 


5.34  Jack.    By  Alphonse  Daudet. .  .*25 
2070  Jack  Hinton,  the  Guardsman. 

By  Charles  Lever 25 

1183  Jack   of   Hearts.     By   H.    T. 

Johnson  *25 

416  Jack    Tier;    or.    The    Florida 

Reef.    B.y  J.  Fenimore  Cooper  25 
752  Jackanapes,  and  Other  Stories.     , 
By  Juliana  Horatia  Ewing..  .*25 
743  Jack's  Courtship.  By  W.  Clark 

Russell 25 

2107  Jacob  Faithful.     By  Captain 

Marrvat 25 

1781  Jacobi's    Wife.      By    Adeline 

Sergeant 25 

1222  Jacques  Bonhomme,  and  John 
Bull  on  the    Continent.     By 

Max  O'Rell *25 

519  James  Gordon's  Wife.  ANovel*25 
15  Jane  Eyre.      Charlotte  Bront6  25 
728  Janet's     Repentance.      By 

George  Eliot *25 

1422  Jangada,The;  or,  800  Leagues 
on  the   Amazon.     By  Jules 

Verne 26 

2106  Japliet  in  Search  of  a  Father. 

By  Captain  Marryat 25 

142  Jenifer.    By  Annie  Thomas. .  .*25 
1285  Jenny.      By    Charlotte    M. 

Braeme 25 

1213  Jennv  Harlowe.    By  W.  Clark 

Russell *25 

941  Jess.    Bv  H.  Rider  Haggard. .  25 
1046  Jessie.    By  the  author  of  "  Ad- 
die's  Husband  " *25 

841  Jet:  Her  Face  or  Her  Fortune? 

By  Mrs.  Annie  Edwards *25 

1475  Jets  and  Flashes.    By  Lukens.*25 
1713  Jezebels   Friends.     By   Dora 

Russell *25 

1706  Jim,    the    Parson.     By  E.  B. 

Benjamin *2S 

767  Joan.    By  Rhoda  Broughton.*25 
914  Joan  Wentworth.    By  Katha- 
rine S.  Macquoid *25 

357  John.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant *25 

1617  John  Bull  and  His  Daughters. 

By  Max  O'Rell *8B 

203  John  Bull  and  His  Island.    By 

MaxO'Rell 25 

289  John  Bull's  Neighbor  in  Her 
True  Light.  By  a  "Brutai 
Saxott" *■» 
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11  John  Halifax,  Gentleman.    By 

Miss  Muiock 25 

1763  John  Herring.    By  S.  Baring- 
Gould *25 

209  John  Holdsworth,  Chief  Mate. 

By  W.  Clark  Russell 25 

894  John    Maidmeut.    By    Julian 

Sturg:is *25 

570  John  Marchmonts  Legacy.  By 

Miss  M.  E.  Biad.ion *25 

SllS  Joseph  Balsamo.    By  Alexan- 
der Dumas 25 

2001  Joseph  Noirers  Revenge.    By 

V.  Cherbuiiez *25 

J2C6  Joshua  :     A   Biblical    Picture. 

By  George  Ebers 25 

468  Joshua  Haggard's  Daughter. 

By  Miss  M.  B.  Braddon *25 

619  Joy;    or.  The  Liglit  of  Cold- 
Home  Ford.    By  May  Crom- 

mplin *25 

1154  Judgment  of  God,  A.    By  E. 

Werner *25 

265  Judith  Shakespeare:  Her  Love 
Affairs    and    Other    Advent- 
ures.    By  William   Black.... *25 
832  Judith  Wynne.     By  author  of 

"  Lady  Lovelace  " *25 

80  June.    By  Mrs.  Forrester 25 

561  Just  As  I  Am ;  or,  A  Living  Lie. 
By  Miss  M.  E.  Braddon 25 

1548  Karma.    By  A.  P.  Sinnett *25 

1055  Katharine  Regina.    By  Walter 

Besant *25 

1873  Kate    Valliant.       By   Annie 

Thomas *25 

1547  Keeper  of  the  Keys,  The.    By 

F.  W.  Robinson *25 

1929  Keep   My   Secret.     By  G.  M. 

Robbins *25 

1512  Kenelm  Chillingly.     By    Lord 

Ly  tton 25 

1063  Kenil worth.      By  Sir   Walter 

Scott 25 

1391  Kestell  of  Greystone.  By  Esm6 

Stuart *25 

832  Kidnapped.    By  Robert  Louis 

Stevenson 25 

1299  Kilburns,Tlie.  Antiie  Thomas*25 
126  Kilmeny.  By  William  Black.  25 
808  King    Arthur.       Not    a   Love 

Story.    By  Miss  Muiock *25 

j825  King   or   Knave  ?      By  R.  E. 

Francillon *25 

753  King  Solomon's  Mines.    By  H. 

Rider  Haggard 25 

1916  King  Solomon's  Treasures.   By 

the  Author  of  "  He,"  "  It,"  etc.*25 
970  King  Solomon's  Wives;  or,  The 

Phantom  Mines.     By  Hyder 

Ragged.    (Illustrated) *25 

1267  Kit  and  Kitty.    By  R.  D.  Black- 

niof-e *25 

1843  Kith  and  Kin.    By  Jessie  Foth- 

ergill *2S 

435  Klytia:  A  Story  of  Heidelberg 

Castle.    By  George  Taylor. .  .*3i 


1147  Knight-Errant.  ByEdnaLyall.  25 
1648  Knightsbridge    Mystery,  The. 
By  Charles  Reaae 25 


1408  L'Abb6  Constantin.  By  Hal6vy*» 
1840  Ladies'  Gallery,  The.     By  Jus- 
tin McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell Praed *25 

2116  La  Dame  de  Monsoreau;  or, 
Chicot  the  Jester.  By  Alex- 
ander Dumas 25 

1471  Ladies  Lindores,  The.    By  Oli- 

phant *3o 

1001  Lady  Adelaide's  Oath;  or, The 
Castle's  Heir.  By  Mrs.  Henry 

Wood 25 

35  Lady  Audley's  Secret.  By  Miss 

M.  E.  Braddon 26 

733  I^ady  Branksmere.    By  "  The 

Bsiciiess  " 35 

219  Lady  Clare ;  or.  The  Master  of 
the  Forges    From  the  French 

of  Georges  Ohnet     25 

469  Lady  Damers  Secret;  or,  A 
Guiding  Star.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "Dora 

Thorne" 25 

931  Lady  Diana's  Pride.  By  Char- 
lotte M.   Braeme,  author  of 

"  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

1307  Lady  Egeria,  The.     By  J.  B. 

Harwood *25 

1258  Ladye  Naneye,  The.  By"Rita"*25 
1042  Lady  Grace.     By  Mrs.  Henry 

Wood 25 

2068  Lady  Latimer's  Escape.     By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

506  Lady  Lovelace.  By  the  author 

of  "Judith  Wynne" *25 

1799  Lady     Maud's      Mania.      By 

George  Manville  Fenn '.*25 

155  Lady  Mui'iel's  Secret.  By  Jean 

Middlemas *25 

161  Lady  of  Lyons,  The.  Founded 
on  the  Play  of  that  title  by 

Lord  Lytton 25 

1060  Lady  of  the  Lake,  The.  By  Sir 

Waller  Scott,  Bart 25 

1505  Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart. 

By  William  Black *25 

875  Ladv    Valworth's    Diamonds. 

By  "The  Duchess" 25 

652  Lady  with  the  Rubies,  The.    By 

E.  Marlitt 25 

497  Lady's  Mile,  The.    By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

1810  Laggard  in  I^ove,  A.  By  Jeanie 

G  Wynne  Bettany *25 

1837  Laird    O'Cockpen,    The.     By 

"Rita" *25 

1247  Lament  of  Dives,  The.  By  Wal- 
ter Besant     25 

599  Lancelot  Ward,  M.P.     George 

Temple *25 

32  Land  Leaguers,  The.    By  An- 
thony Trollope *26 

1973  Laodicean,  A.  By  Thomas 
Hardy *«6 
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1563  Larry  McFarland's  Wake.    By 

William  Carleton *25 

1009  Lasses    of     Leverhouse,    The. 

By  Jessie  FotliergUl *25 

1225  Last  Coup,  The.     By  Hawley 

Smart *25 

«84  Last  Days  at  Apswich *25 

40  Last  Days  of  Pompeii,  The.   By 

SirE.  Bulwer  Lytton 25 

1288  J..ast    Love,  A.      By   Georges 

Ohnet *25 

1732  Last  of  the  Aucas.    By  Gus- 

tave  Aimard *25 

130  Lastof  the  Barons,  The,  By  Sir 

E.  Biihver  Lvtton 25 

60  Last  of  the  Mohicans,  The.  By 

J.  Fenimore  Cooper 25 

121  Late    Miss   Hollin^ford,   The. 

By  Rosa  Mulholland *25 

465  Lazarus  iu  London.  By  F.  W. 

Robinson *25 

839  Leali :    A  Woman  of  Fashion. 

By  Mrs.  Annie  Edwards *25 

1747  Le  Beau  Sabreur.    By  Aunie 

Thomas *25 

386  Led  Astray;    or,    "  La  Petite 

Comtesse,"     Octave  Feuillet.*25 
1095  Legacy  of  Cain,  The.    By  Wil- 

kie  Collins *25 

1538  Legen.  i  of  the  Rhine,  A.  By  VV. 

M.  Thackeray *25 

1970  Legends  of  the  Province  House. 

By  Nathaniel  Havpthorne *25 

1715  Leighton    Court.      By    Henry 

Kingsley *25 

164  Leila;  or, The  Siege  of  Gren- 
ada.  By  Sir  E.  Bulwer  Lytton  25 
1242  Lenore  von  Toilen.       By   W. 

Heimburg *25 

1900  Leonie;  or,  The  Sweet  Street 
Singer  of  New  York.  By 
author   of   "For  Mother's 

Sake  " *25 

885  Les  Mis6rables.    Victor  Hugo. 

Parti 25 

885  Les  Mis6rables.    Victor  Hugo. 

Partn 25 

885  Les  Miserables.    Victor  Hugo. 

Part  HI 25 

1657  Lessons  iu  Life.  By  T.  S.  Ar- 
thur   *25 

408  Lester's  Secret.  By  Mary  Cecil 

Hay 25 

1462  Let  Nothing  You  Dismay.    By 

Besant *25 

662  Lewis  Arundel ;  or.  The  Rail- 
road of  Life.    By  Frank  E. 

Smedley *25 

1750  Lieutenant      Barnabas.       By 

Frank  Barrett *25 

437  Life  and  Adventures  of  Martin 
(Jhuzzlewit.  By  Charles  Dick- 
ens   *25 

774  Life   and   Travels  of  Mungo 

Park,  The *25 

1865  Life   for  a  Love.     By  L.  T. 

Meada. *25 

1057  Life  Interest,  A.  By  Mrs. 
Alexander *«f  26 


1705  Life   in    the  Backviroods.    By 

Susanna  Moodie *2Ji 

1733  Life  in  the  Clearings.    By  Su- 
sanna Moodie     *25 

1594  Life  in  the  Wilds.    By  Harriet 

Martineau *25 

1542  Life  of   Thackeray.     By  An- 
thony Trollope *23 

1231  Life  Sentence,  A.    By  Adeline 

Sergeant *25 

698  Life's  Atonement,  A.  By  David 

Christie  Murray *3B 

1348  Life's  Fitful  Fever.    By  A.  M. 

Hopper *3g 

1070  Life's  Mistake,  A.    By  Mrs.  H. 

Lovett  Cameron..   *a5 

1249  Life's  Remorse,  A.    By  "The 

Duchess" 25 

1027  Life's  Secret,  A.  By  Mrs.  Henry 

Wood 25 

1878  Lightly    Lost.     By  Hawley 

Smart *25 

1719  Light  that  Failed,  The.     By 

Rudyard  Kipling 35 

1036  Like  and  Unlike,    By  Miss  M.  - 

E.  Braddon *25 

617  Like  Dian's  Kiss.    By  "  Rita  "*25 
1662  Lilies   of    Florence,  The.     By 

George  Sand *25 

402  Lilliesleaf;  or.  Passages  in  the 

Life  of  Mrs.   Margaret  Mait- 

land  of  Sunnyside.    By  Mrs. 

Oliphant *25 

1300  Lil  Lorimer.    By  Theo.  Gift. .  .*25 
397  L  i  o  n  e  1  Lincoln;   or,  The 

Leaguer   of   Boston.     By  J. 

Fenimore  Cooper *25 

1368  Lise  Tavern  ier ;  or.  From  Under 
the  Veil.  Bv  AlphonseDaudet*25 

1301  Little  Chatelaine,  The.    Bv  the 

Earl  of  Desart *25 

94  Little  Dorrit.  By  Charles  Dick- 
ens   25 

1223  Little  Fool,  A.    By  J.  S.  Winter*25 

1670  Little   Good-for-Nothing,  The. 

By  Alphonse  Daudet 25 

1862  Little  Irish  Girl,  A.    By  "The 

Duchess  " 25 

1805  Little  Jewel.    By  Guinevere. .  .*25 
109  Little  Loo.      W.  Clark  Russell  25 
179  Little  Make-Believe.    By  B.  L. 
Farjeon *25 

1083  Little  Old  Man  of  the  Batig- 
nolles,   The.     By  Emile  Ga- 

boriau *ai 

45  Little  Pilgrim,  A.  By  Mrs.  Oli- 
phant  *36 

1891  Little    Rebel,    A.      By     "The 
Duchess  " 25 

272  Little  Savage,  The.  By  Captain 
Marryat 25 

111  Little     School-master     Mark, 
The.    By  J.  H.  Shorthouse  ..*96 

899  Little  Stepson,  A.  By  Florence 
Marryat *95 

878  Little  Tu'penny.  By  S.B.Gould*a5 

804  Living  or  Dead.  By  Hugh  Con- 
way, author  of  "CaUed  Back"*S5 
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019  Lockdey  Hall  Sixty  Years  Af- 
ter, etc.  By  Alfred,  Lord 
Tennyson,  P.L.,  D.C.L *25 

ia04  Lodge  by  the  Sea,   The.    By 

Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron *25 

1671  Long  Odds.   By  Hawley  Smart*25 

797  Look  Before  You  Leap.  By 
Mrs.  Alexander *25 

1686  Loom  and  Lugger.  By  Har- 
riet Martiueau *25 

1817  Lord  and  Lady  Piccadilly.    By 

the  Earl  of  Desart *25 

1134  Lord  Elesniere's  Wife,  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme .     25 

93  Lord  Lyune's  Choice.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Brg,eme,  author  of 
"  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

1888  Lord    Lisle's    Daughter.      By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

749  Lord   Vanecourt's    Daughter. 

By  Mabel  Collins 25 

67  Lorna  Doone.  By  R.  D.  Black- 
more...'. 25 

1235  Lost  Bank  Note,  The.    By  Mrs. 

Henrv  W.-od *25 

1827  Lost  illusion,  A.    By  L.  Keith*25 
473  Lost  Son,  A.    By  Mary  Linskill*25 

1205  Lost   Wife,    A.     By   Mrs.    H. 

Lovett  Cameron *25 

453  Lottery  Ticket,  The.  By  F.  Du 

Boisgobey  *25 

479  Louisa.  By  Katharine  S.  Mac- 
quoid *25 

J066  Louise  de  la  Valliere.  By  Alex- 
ander Dumas 25 

742  Love  and  Life.    By  Charlotte 

M.  Yontre 25 

273  Love  and  Mirage;  or.  The 
Waiting  on  an  Island.    By  M. 

Betham-Ed  wards. .   *25 

232  Love  and  Money ;  or,  A  Peril- 
ous Seci-et.    By  Chas.  Reade.  25 
146  Love  Finds  the  Way,  and  Oth- 
er Stories.    By  W'alter  Besant 
and  James  Rice *25 

3104  Love  Letters  of  a  Worldly 
Woman.  By  Mrs.  W.  K.  Clif- 
ford  25 

1350  Love  Me  For  Ever.    By  Robert 

Buchanan  25 

J069  "Love   Me   Little,     Love   Me 

Long."    By  Charles  Reade. . .  25 

1483  Love  of  a  Lady,  The.  By  Annie 

Thomas *25 

1628  Love  Works  Wonders.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

1486  Lovel  the  Widower.    By  W.  M. 

Thackeray *25 

1918  Lover  and  Husband    By  Owen 

Marston *25 

1645  Lover   or   Friend?     By   Rosa 

Nouchette  Carey 25 

313  Lover's  Creed,  The.  By  Mrs. 
Cashel-Hoey ' *25 

jS94  Love's   a   Tyrant.     By  Annie 

Thomas *25 

893  Love's  Conflict.    By  Florence 

Marrj^at *25 

673  Love's  Harvest.  B.  L.  Fftrjeou^SS 


757  Love's  Martyr.  By  Laurence 

Alma  Tadema *S8 

175  Love's  Random  Shot.    ByWil- 

kie  Collins 95 

291  Love's  Warfare.   By  Charlotte 

M.  Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 

Thorne  " 91 

1998  Loyalty   George.     By  Louisa 

Parr *3I 

118  Loys,   Lord   Berresford,    and 

Eric  Dering.  "  The  Duchess  "*26 
582  Lucia,  Hugh  and  Another.  By 

Mrs.  J.  H.  Needell *3ft 

589  Luck  of  the  Darrells,  The.  By 

James  Payn *26 

1241  Luck  of  the  House,  The.    By 

Adeline  Sergeant *2B 

901  Lucky  Disappointment,  A.  By 

Florence  Marry  at *25 

1524  Lucretia.  By  Lord  Lvtton...*25 
370  Lucy    Crofton.    By  Mrs.  Oli- 

phant *25 

1803  Lucy  Temple.  By  Mrs.  Row- 
son  35 

1931  Lumley  the  Painter.     By  John 

Strange  Winter *26 

1155  Lured  Away.     By    Charlotte 

M.  Braeme SS 


44  Maeleod  of  Dare.    By  William 

Black 25 

345  Madam.    Bv  Mrs.  Oliphant. .  .*25 
526  Madame  De  Presnel.     By  E. 

Frances  Poynter *25 

1127  Madam  Midas.    By  Fei-gus  W. 

Hume *25 

78  Madcap  Violet.  By  Wm.  Black  25 
1004  Mad  Dumaresq.    By  Florence 

Marryat '. *25 

510  Mad  Love,  A.  By  the  author  of 

"  Lover  and  Lord  " 25 

1014  Mad  Love,  A.    By  Charlotte  M. 
Braeme.    author    of    "  Dora 

Thorne  " !» 

1847  Maddoxes,  The.    By  Mrs.  Jean 

Middlemass *25 

69  Madolin's  Lover.  By  Charlotte 

M.  Braeme 25 

377  Magdalen  Hepburn :  A  Story  of 
the  Scottish  Reformation.  By 
Mrs.  Oliphant .'.  *25 

494  Maiden    All   Forlorn,   A.    By 

"  The  Duchess  " *25 

2004  Maid  EUice.      By  Theo.  Gift. .  .*26 
64  Maiden  Fair,  A.     By  Charles 

Gibbon *25 

121  Maid    of    Athens.    By  Justin 

McCarthy *25 

633  Maid  of  Sker,  The.      By  R.  D. 

Blackmore  *25 

229  Maid,  Wife,  or   Widow?     By 

Mrs.  Alexander 3i» 

il05  Maiwa's  Revenge.  By  H.  Ri- 
der Haggard *a$ 

1019  Major  and  Minor.  By  W.  E. 
Norri*.. , ♦« 
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803  Major  Frank.  By  A.  L.  G.  Bos- 

boom-Toussaint ; *25 

702  Man  and  Wife.    By  Wilkie  Col- 
lins   25 

2085  Man  in  Black,  The.  By  Stanley 

J.  Weyraan 25 

2067  Man  in  the  Iron  Mask,  The.  By 

Alexander  Dumas.   ".  25 

688  Man   of  Honor,  A.     By  John 

Strange  Winter.    Illustrated. *25 
217  Man  Slie  Cared  For,  The.    By 

F.  W.  Robinson *25 

1964  Man  Who  Vanished,  The.    By 

Feigus  W.  Hume *25 

1485  Man  wifh  a  Secret,  The.    By 

Fergus  W.  Hume *25 

1275  March  in  the  Ranks,  A.     By 

Jessie  Fothergill *25 

1675  Marcia.    By  W.  E.  Norris *25 

1438  Margaret    and     Her     Brides- 
maids  *25 

371  Margaret  Maitland.     By  Mrs. 

Oiiphant *25 

755  Margery  Daw.    A  Novel *25 

2115  Marguerite  de  Valois.    By  Al- 
exander Dumas 25 

922  Marjorie.      By    Charlotte    M. 
Braeme,    author    of    "Dora 

Thorne  " 25 

1583  Maiked  Man,  A.  By  Ada  Cam- 
bridge ..     *25 

451  Market  Harborough,  and  In- 
side the  Bar.    By  G.  J.  Whyte- 

Melville *25 

773  Mark  of  Cain,  The.  By  Andrew 

Lang *25 

1573  Mark  Seaworth.    By  W.  H.  G. 

Kingston *25 

1210  Marooned.  W.  Clark  Russell. *25 
1002  Marriage  at  a  Venture.     By 

Emile  Gaboriau *25 

J619  Marriage  at  Sea,  A,     By.  W. 

Clark  Russell *25 

334  Marriage  of   Convenience,  A. 

By  Harriett  Jay *25 

1427  Marriage  in  High  Life,  A     By 

Octave  Feuillet *25 

480  Married  in  Haste.    Edited  by 

Miss  M.  K  Braddon 25 

1638  Married  Life.    By  T.  S.  Arthur*25 
992  Marrying  and  Giving  in  Mar- 
riage.   By  I\Irs.  Molesworth..*25 
MS  Martyrdom  of  Madeline,  The. 

By  Robert  Buchanan *25 

1«47  IMarvel.  By  "The  Duchess"..  25 
615  MaryAnerley.  R.  D.  Blackmore  25 
1798  Marv  Jane's  Memoirs.    By  G. 

R.  Sims *25 

1879  Mary  St.  John.    By  Rosa  Nou- 

chette  Carey 25 

1058  Masaniello;  or,  The  Fisherman 

of  Naples.  Alexander  Dumas.  25 
132  Master  Humphrey's  Clock.  By 

Charles  Dickens *25 

1218  Masterman  Ready.  By  Captain 

Marryat 25 

)2jW  Master  of  Ballantrae,  The.  By 

lioijert  Louis  S^eveiisoa fll$l 


1279  Master   of   his   Fate.      By  J. 

Maclareu  Cobban *25 

1302  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  The. 

By  George  Manville  Fenn *25 

646  Master  of  the  Mine,  The.    By 

.   Robert  Buchanan '.  *25 

825  Master  Passion,  The.    By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

1085  Matapan  Affair,  The.   By  F.  Du 

Boisgobev *25 

1826  Match  of  the  Season,  The.    By 

Mrs.  Alexander  Eraser *25 

578  Mathias    Sandorf.     By  Jules 

Verne.    (Illustrated.) *26 

1996  Matrimony.  By  W.  E.  Norris.. *» 
1282  Matron  or  Maid.    By  Mrs.  Ed- 
ward Kennard *2i 

398  Matt:    A  Tale  of  a  Caravan. 

By  Robert  Buchanan *25 

1897  Matter   of   Skill,   A.      By   B. 

Whitby *25 

723  Mauleverer's  Millions.    By  T, 

Wemj'ss  Reid *25 

791  Mayor  of  Casterbridge,  The. 

By  Thomas  Hardy *25 

1201  Mehalah.    By  S.  Baring-Gould.*25 

337  Memoirs    and  Resolutions  of 

Adam  Graeme  of  Mossgray, 

including  some  Chronicles  of 

the  Borough  of  Fendie.    By 

Mrs.  Oiiphant *25 

2119  Memoirs  of  a  Physician,    By 

Alexander  Dumas 25 

771  Mental  Struggle,  A.    By  "The 

Duchess  ■" *25 

424  Mercedes  of  Castile;    or,  Tne 
Vo3'age  to  Cathay.  By  J.  Fen- 

imore  Cooper *25 

406  Merchant's  Clerk,   The,      By 

Samuel  Warren *25 

1780  Mere  Child,  A.    By  Mrs.  L.  B. 

Walford *25 

1915  Merit  versus  Money.    By  Gar- 

uett  Marnell *2S 

1208  Merle's  Crusade.    By  Rosa  N. 

Carey *25 

940  Merry  Men,  The,   and    Other 
Tales  and  Fables.    By  Robert 

Louis  Stevenson .' 25 

1812  Merry,  Merry  Boys!    By  B.  L. 

Farjeon *ai 

2109  Micah   Clark.     By  A.  Conan 

Doyle 26 

1020  Michael  Strogoff;  or.  The  Cou- 
rier of  the  Czar.    Jules  Verne  2& 
31  Middlemarch.  By  George  Eliot.  25 
1327  Midge.    By  May  Crommelin. .  .*25 
1556  Midnight  Mass,  The,    By  Will- 
iam Carleton *25 

187  Midnight  Sun,  The,    By  Fred- 

rika  Bremer *a5 

763  Midshipman,  The,  Marmaduke 

Merry,  Wm.  H.  G.  Kingston.*25 
729  Mignon.  By  Mrs.  For;-ester..*2S 
492  Mignon ;  or.  Booties'  Baby,  By 

J.  S.  Winter.    Illustrated....  25 
1082  Mignon 's  Husband.    By  John 
»lr«Mige  Winter ,.,,»^..*l?| 
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we  Mignon's    Secret.       By   John 

Strange  Winter 25 

fVS  Mikado,  The.  and  Other  Comic 
Operas.  Written  by  W.  S. 
Gilbert.  Composed  by  Arthur 

Sullivan *25 

WO  Mildred  Trevanion,     By  "  The 

Duchess  " 25 

414  Miles  Wallingford.  (Sequel  to 
"  Afloat  and  Ashore.")    By  J. 

Fenimore  Cooper 25 

182  Millionaire,  The *25 

3  Mill   on    the    Floss,  The.    By 

George  Eliot 25 

1.57  Milly'sHero.      F.  W.  Robinson*25 
1809  Mine  Own  People.     By  Rud- 

vard  Kipling 25 

S05  Minister's  Wife,  The.    By  Mrs. 

Oliphant *25 

1824  Mint  of  Money,  A.    By  George 

Manville  Fenn *25 

1829  Miracle  Gold.  By  Richard  Dow- 
ling *25 

12T8  Misadventure.    By  W.  E.  Nor- 

ris... *25 

1051  Misadventures  of  John  Nichol- 
son. 'The.    Bv  R.  L.  Stevenson  25 

1932  Mischief  of  Monica,  The.    By 

L.  B.  Walford  *'^'5 

369  MissBretherton.  By  Mrs.  Hum- 
phry Ward     *25 

399  Miss  Brown.    By  Vernon  Lee.*25 
1901  Miss   Carew,     By   Amelia   B. 

Edwards *25 

1473  Miss  Eyon  of  Eyon  Court.     By 

Katharine  S.  Macquoid 25 

1007  Miss  Gascoigne.     By  Mrs.  J. 

H.  Riddell *25 

866  Miss  Harrington's  Husband; 
or.  Spiders  of   Society.     By 

Florence  Marryat *25 

1192  Miss  Kate.     By  "  Rita  " *25 

2090  Miss  Milne  and  I.  By  "  Iota  "  25 
2019  Miss  Molly.  By  B.  M.  Butt. . .  .*25 
1895  Miss  or  Mrs.?  By  VVilkieCollins*25 
1203  Miss  Shafto.  By  W.  E.  Noiris  *25 
245  Miss  Tommy.  By  Miss  Mulock*25 

1933  Miss  Wentworths  Idea.  By  W. 

E.  Norris *25 

1729  Missing;    A    Young  Girl.      By 

Florence  Warden *25 

1734  Missouri  Outlaws.  By  Gustave 

Aimard 25 

815  Mistletoe  Boiigh,  The.    Edited 

by  Miss  M.  E.  Braddon *25 

•18  Mistletoe  Bough,  The.  Christ- 
mas, 1885.    Edited  by  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

890  Mistletoe  Bough,  The.  Christ- 
mas, 1886.  Edited  by  Miss  M. 
E.  Braddon *25 

1038  Mistress  and  Maid.    By  Miss 

Mulock *25 

1220  Mistress    Beatrice   Cope.     By 

M.  E.  LeClerc «       *25 

1080  Mistress  of  Ibichstein.    By  Fr. 

Heukei *25 

«96  Mitchelhurst  Place.  By  Marga- 
ret Veley *^ 


584  Mixed  Motives *25 

1091  Modern     Cindei-ella,    A.       By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

1016  Modern   Circe,  A.      By  "The 

Duchess  ■" 25 

1757  Modern  Magician,  A.  By  J.  F. 

Malloy *85 

887  Modern  Telemachus,  A.     By 

Charlotte  M.  Yonge *25 

2008  Modern  Ulysses,  A.    By  Joseph 

Hatton *85 

881  Mohawks.   By  Miss  M.  E.  Brad- 
don  *«« 

1884  Mollie  Darling.    By  Lady  Con- 
stance Howard *85 

2  Molly  Bawn.    "  The  Duchess  "  25 
1850  Molly's   Story.      By  Frank 

Merryfield *25 

1455  Moment  After,  The.     By  Rob- 
ert Buchanan *25 

125  Monarch  of  Mincing  Lane,  The. 

By  William  Black 25 

1054  Mona's  Choice.    By  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander  *25 

201  Monastery,  The.  By  Su- Walter 

Scott 25 

1474  jMoney.    By  Lord  Lytton .......  *25 

119  Monica,  and  A  Ruse  Distili'd. 

By  "The  Duchess" 25 

431  Monikins,  The.  ByJ.Fenimore 

Cooper *25 

26  Monsieur    Lecoq.    By    Emile 

Gaboriau 25 

1642  Monte-Cristo  and  His  Wife....  25 
166  Moonshine    and   Marguerites. 

By  "The  Duchess" 25 

102  Moonstone,  The.      By  Wilkie 

Collins 25 

303  More  Bitter  than  Death.     By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

178  More  Leaves  from  the  Journal 
of  a  Life  in  the  Highlands. 

By  Queen  Victoria *25 

1801  More  True  than  Truthful.    By 

Mrs.  C.  M.  Clarke *26 

1971  Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse.  By 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne *2b 

116  Moths.    By  "Ouida" 25 

1257  Mount    Eden.       By    Florence 

Blarryat *25 

495  Mount  Royal.    By  Miss  M.  E. 

Braddon *25 

501  Mr.  Butler's  Ward.    By  F.  Ma- 
bel Robinson *25 

1957  Mr.  Chaine's  Son.     By  W.  E. 

Norris *25 

1159  Mr.   Fortescue.      By   William 

Westall *25 

1100  Mr.  Meeson's  Will.    By  H.  Ri- 
der Haggard *25 

991  Mr.    Midshipman    Easy.     By 

Captain  Marrvat 25 

1506  Mr.  Pisistratus  Brown,  M.P.  By 

William  Black *25 

1476  Mr.  Scarborough's  Family.  By 

Anthony  Trollope *26 

266  Mr.  Smith:  A  Part  of  His  Life. 
By  L.B.  Walford ♦« 
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1319  Mr.  Strangers'  Sealed  Packet. 

By  Hugh  MacColl *25 

1246  Mrs.   Bob.     By  J.uliu   Strange 

Winter 25 

113  Mrs.  Carr's  Companion.  By  M. 

G.   VVightwick ..*25 

675  Mrs.  Dymond.    By  Miss  Thack- 
eray..  *25 

1258  Mrs.  Fenton.  By  W.  E.  NoiTis.*25 
25  Mrs.Geoffrey.  "The Duchess."  25 
606  Mrs.  Hollyer.  By  Georgiana  M. 

Craik.... *25 

546  Mrs.  Keith's  Crime *25 

440  Mrs.  Lirriper's  Lodgings.    By 

Charles  Dickens *25 

1856  Mrs.    Riimbold's   Secret.      By 

Katharine  S.  Macquoid *25 

645  Mrs.  Smith  of  Longmains.    By 

Rhoda  Broughton *25 

339  Mrs.  Verekers  Courier  Maid. 

By  Mrs.  Alexander *25 

635  Murder  or  Manslaughter?    By 

Helen  B.  Mathers *25 

1613  Murders  in  the  Rue  Morgue. 

By  E.  A.  Poe *25 

1364  Mv  Brother's  Wife.    By  A.  B. 

Edwards *25 

1867  My  Danish    Sweetheart.     By 

W.  Clark  Russell 25 

506  My  Ducats  and  My  Daughter, 
By  the  author  of  "The  Crime 

of  Christmas  Day" *25 

1145  My  Fellow    Laborer.     By  H. 

Rider  Haggard *25 

1899  My  First  Love   and  My  Last 

Love.    By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell.*25 
1673  My  First  OflKer.    By  Mary  Cecil 

Hay 25 

848  My  Friend  Jim.    By  W.  E.  Nor- 

ris *25 

405  My  Friends  and  I.    Edited  by 

Julian  Sturgis *25 

1188  My  Heart's  Darling.     By  W. 

Heim  burg *25 

726  My  Hero.    By  Mrs.  Forrester. *25 
1066  My  Husband  and  I.    By  Count 

Lvof  Tolstoi *25 

1907  My  Jo  John.  By  Helen  Mathers*25 
1769  My  Lady  Coquette.  By  Rita.  .*25 
799  My  Lady  Green  Sleeves.    By 

Helen  B.  Mathers 25 

623  My  Ladv's  Money.   By  Wilkie 

Collins 25 

1896  My  Lady  Nicotine.     By  J.  M. 

Barrie *25 

724  My  Lord  and  My  Lady.    By 

Mrs.  Forrester *25 

1778  My  Lord  Conceit.    By  Rita. . .  .*25 
1532  My  Novel.    Part  I.    By  Lord 

Lvtton 25 

1532  My  Novel.    Part  II.    By  Lord 

Lytton  25 

1532  My  Novel.    Part  III.    Bv  Lord 

Lvtton 25 

863  "My  Own  Child."  By  Florence 

Marryat  .^ *25 

1148  My  Poor   Dick.    By  John 
Strange  Winter *m 


1633  My    Roses.      By   L.    Virginia 

French  ...   "2') 

1603  My  Shipmate  Louise.    By  W. 

Clark  Russell *W 

433  My  Sister  Kate.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 
Thorne  " 25 

861  My  Sister  the  Actress.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *2fi 

1941  Mysterious  Mrs.  Wilkinson.  By 

W.  E.  Norris *H 

725  My  Ten  Years'  Imprisonment. 
By  Silvio  Peliico *2o 

612  My  Wife's  Niece.    By  author 

of  "Doctor  Edith  Romnev  ".♦S6 
1329  My  Wonderful  Wife.  By  Marie 

Corelli 85 

666  My  Young  Alcides.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Yonge *3B 

1276  Mynns'  M  y  s  t  e  r  y,  The.    By 

Geoi-ge  Manville  Fenn *25 

271  Mysteries  of  Paris,  The.  By  Eu- 
gene Sue.    Part  I 25 

271  Mysteries  of  Paris,  The.  By  Eu- 
gene Sue.    Part  II 25 

1238  Mysterious   Island,   The.     By 

Jules  Verne    *25 

255  Mystery,  The.  By  Mrs.  Henry 
Wood 25 

1075  Mystery  of  a  Hansom  Cab,  The. 

By  Fergus  W.  Hume 25 

662  Mystery  of  Allan  Gi-ale,  The. 
By  Isabella  Fyvie  Mayo *25 

1076  Mystery  of  an  Omnibus,  The. 

By  F.  Du  Boisgobey *25 

1125  Mystery  of  a  Turkish  Bath,  The 

By  "Rita" *25 

1409  Mystery  of  Belgrave  Square, 

The.  By  A.  Curtis  Yorke . . . .  *25 
2103  Mystery   of    aoomber,    The. 

By  A.  Conan  Doyle 25 

969  Mystery  of  Colde  Fell,  The;  or, 

Not  Proven.    By  Charlotte  M. 

Braeme 35 

454  Mystery  of  Edwin  Drood,  The. 

By  Chas.  Dickens *26 

514  Mystery  of  Jessy  Page,  The, 

and  Other   Tales.     By   Mrs. 

Henry  Wood *35 

1383  Mystery  of  M.  Felix,  The.    By 

B.  L.  Farjeon *35 

1830  Mystery  of  No.   13,  The.    By 

Helen  B.  Mathers *25 

43  Mystery  of  Orcival,  The.    By 

Emile  Gaboriau 9i 


574  Nabob,  The:  A  Story  of  Paris- 
ian Life  and  Manners.  By  Al- 
phonse  Daudet *a6 

1775  Name  and  Fame.    By  Adeline 

Sergeant  and  Ewing  Lester.  .*25 

1012  Nameless  Sin,  A.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 
Thoi'ne  " 25 

1259  Nanciebel :  A  Tale  of  Stratford- 

ou-Avon.     By  William  Black.*25 

227  Nancy.    By  Rboda  Broughtou  ?5 
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1603  Narrative  of  A.  Gordon  Pym. 

By  E.  A.  Poe *25 

1494  Naiitz  Family,  The.  By  S.  Shel- 
ley  ♦SS 

1564  Neal  Malone.  By  Wm.  Carleton*25 
1689  Near  Relation,  A.    By  C.    R. 

Coleridge *25 

J<819  Neck  or  Nothing.    By  Mrs.  H. 

Lovett  Cameron *25 

509  NellHaffenden.  By  Tighe  Hop- 
kins  *25 

936  Nellie's  Memories.      By  Rosa 

Nouchette  Carey 25 

181  New  Abelard,  The.  By  Robert 

Buchanan *25 

1972  New  Adam  and  Eve,  The.  and 
Other  Stories.    By  Nathaniel 

Hawthorne *25 

KC  New  Arabian  Nights.  By  Rob- 
ert Louis  Stevenson 25 

464  Newcomes.  The.      By  William 

Makepeace  Thackeray 25 

2007  New  Duches«;,  The.    By    Mrs. 

Alexander  Eraser *25 

1467  New  Lease  of  Life,  A.    By  E. 

About *25 

52  New  Magdalen,  The.  By  Wilkie 

Collins 25 

1023  Next  of  Kin-Wanted.    By  M. 

Betham-Ed  wards *25 

37  Nicholas  Nickleby.  By  Charles 

Dickens    25 

1448  Night  and  Morning.  ByLytton.  25 
1595  Night,  of  the  3d  Ult,  The.    By 

H.  F.  Wood *25 

1456  Nimport.    By  Bynner *25 

909  Nine  of  Hearts,  The.    By  B.  L. 

Far jeon *25 

1005  99  Dark  Street.  By  F.  W.  Rob- 
inson  *25 

105  Noble  Wife.  A.    John  Saunders*25 
864  "  No  Intentions."  By  Florence 

Marryat *25 

565  No  Medium.  Bv  Annie  Thomas*25 
1119  No  Name.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  25 
1465  No  New  Thing.    By  W.  E.  Nor- 

ris *25 

812  No  Saint.  Bv  Adeline  Sergeaut.*25 
168  No  Thoroughfare.   By  Dickens 

and  Collins *25 

1086  Nora.     By  Carl  Detlef *25 

290  Nora's    Love    Test.    By  Mary 

Cecil  Hay 25 

595  North   Country  Maid,  A.     By 

Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron *25 

215  Not  Like  Other  Girls.  By  Rosa 

Nouchette  Carey 25 

969  Not  Proven;  or.  The  Mystery 
of  Colde  Fell.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme *25 

765  Not  Wisely,  But  Too  Well.  By 

Rhoda  Broughton 25 

614  No.  99.    By  Arthur  Griffiths ..  *25 

766  No.  XIIL  ;  or,  'J'he  Story  of  the 

Lost  Vestal.  Emma  Marshall*25 
1077  Nun's  Curse,  The.    By  Mrs.  J. 

H.  Ridciell 25 

J272  Nurse   Revel's   Mistake.      By 

Florence  Wai'deu *^ 


640  Nuttie's  Fathea-.   By  Charlotte 
M.  Yonge 3S 


425  Oak-Openings,   The;    or,  The 
Bee-Hunter.    By  J.  Fenimore 

Cooper *25 

211  Octoroon,  The.    By  Miss  M.  E. 

Braddon 25 

1658  Off-Hand  Sketches.    By  T.  S. 

Arthur *25 

1920  O'Haras   Mission.      By   Wm. 

O'Brien *26 

1088  Old  Age  of  M.  Lecoq,  The.   By 

F.  Du  Boisgobey *85 

1887  Old  Balzer's  Hero.    By  David 

Chi-istie  Murray *25 

183  Old  Contrairy,  and  Other  Sto- 
ries.   By  Florence  Marryat.. *25 
1495  Old  Courtyard,  The.    By  Kath- 

erine  S.  Macquoid *25 

10  Old  Curiosity  Shop,  The.    By 

Charles  Dickens 25 

410  Old  Lady  Marv.    By  Mrs.  Oli- 

phant ' *25 

858  Old  Ma'm'selle's  Secret.  By  E. 

Marlitt 25 

1885  Old  Maid's  Love,  An.  By  Maar- 

ten  Maartens *25 

72  Old  Myddelton's   Money.     By 

Mary  Cecil  Hay 25 

1940  Olga's  Crime.    By  Frank  Bar- 
rett  *25 

1389  Oliver  Goldsmith.  By  Wilham 

Black *25 

41  Oliver     Twist.      By     Charles 

OickBns     25 

2112  Olympe  de'cievis."  By  Alex- 
ander Dumas 25 

605  Ombra.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant. . .  .*35 
280  Omnia  Vanitas.     A  Tale  of  So- 
ciety.    By  Mrs.  Forrester 25 

883  Once  Again.  By  Mrs.  Forrester*25 

2013  One  Against  Many.    By  Char- 

lotte M.  Braeme ..25 

143  One  False,  Both  Fair.  By  John 
B.  Harwood *25 

2014  One    False   Step.     By  Char- 

lotte M.  Braeme 25 

1344  One  Maid's  Mischief.     By  G. 

Manville  Fenn *25 

1271  One  of  the  Family.    By  James 

Payn *25 

1999  One  of  Three.   By  Jessie  Foth- 

ergill *!» 

840  One  Thing  Needful;    or.  The 

Penalty  of  Fate.    By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

1745  One  Traveler  Returned.     By 

David  C.  Murray *25 

1191  On  Circumstantial   Evidence. 

By  Florence  Marryat *25 

1049  On  Going  Back.     By  H.  Rider 

Haggard *25 

985  On  Her  Wedding  Morn,    and 

The  Mystery  of  the  Holly- 
Tree.  By  Charlotte  M.  Braeme, 

author  of  "  Dora,  Thome  "...  M 
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384  On  Horseback  Througrh  Asia 
Minor.  By  Captain  Fred  Bur- 

naby... *25 

1794  Oni.     By  Wenona  Gilman *25 

1634  On   the    Fo'k'sle    Head.     By 

Russell *25 

1872  On  the  Scent.     By  Margaret 

Majendie *25 

498  Only  a  Clod.    By  Miss  M.  E. 

Braddon *25 

1072  Only  a  Coral  Girl.  By  Gertrude 

Forde *25 

496  Only  a  Woman.  Edited  by  Miss 

M.  E.  Braddon *25 

1112  Only  a  Word.  By  George  Ebers  25 
1064  Only  the  Governess.    By  Rosa 

Nouchette  Carey 25 

•55  Open  Door,  The.  *  By  Mrs.  Oli- 

phant *25 

998  Open,  Sesame !      By  Florence 

Marryat *25 

708  Ormond.  By  Maria  Edgeworth*25 
1721  Other   Man's    Wife,  The.     By 

John  Strange  Winter -"25 

12  Other    People's   Money.      By 

Emile  Gaboriau 25 

639  0th  mar.    Bv'Ouida" 25 

&59  Ottilie :  An  Eighteenth  Centurv 

Idyl.     By  Vernon  Lee >25 

1  838  Ought  We  to  Visit  Her?     By 

Mrs.  Annie  Edwards *25 

1966  Our  Bessie.  By  Rosa  Nou- 
chette Carey 25 

1284  Our  Erring  Brother.    By  F.  W. 

Robinson *25 

131  Our  Mutual  Friend.  By  Charles 

Dickens 25 

1133  Our  New  Mistress;  or,  Changes 
at  Brookfield  Earl.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Yonge *25 

330  Our  Radicals.    Fred  Burnabv.*25 
1720  Our  Roman  Palace.    By  E.  B. 

Benjamin *25 

747  Our  Sensation  Novel.     Edited 

bv  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P.*25 
870  Out   of   His  Reckoning.      By 

Florence  Marryat *25 

1927  Out  of  Eden.  By  Dora  Rus- 
sell  *25 

925  Outsider,    The.      By  Hawley 

Smart *25 

1130  Owl- House,  The.  A  Posthu- 
mous Novel.  By  E.  Marlitt. 
Finished  by  W.  Heimburg...  25 


3076  Pago  of  the   Duke  of  Savoy, 

The.    By  Alexander  Dumas. .  25 
530  Pair  of   Blue  Eyes,  A.      By 

Thomas  Hardy 25 

lb26  Parisians,  Tlie.    By  Lord  Lyt- 

ton *25 

316  Paris  Sketches.  By  William  M. 

Thackeray *25 

887  Parson  o'  Dumford,  The.    By 

G.  Manville  Feun *25 

1407  Parting  of  the  Ways,  The.    By 
M.  Betham-Ed wards *26 


1554  Party  Fight  and  Funeral,  The, 

By  William  Carleton *25 

238  Pascarel.    By  "Ouida" 25 

1107  Passenger    from    Scotland 

Yard,  The.    By  H.  F.  Wood.  .*25 
822  Passion  Flower,  A.    By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme 25 

1262  Passion's  Slave.    By  Richard 

Ashe  King *25 

1703  Passion  the  Plaything.    By  R. 

Murray  Gilchrist *25 

517  Passive  Crime,  A,  and  Other 

Stories.    By  "  The  Duchess  "*25 
886  Pastou  Carew,  Millionaire  and 

Miser.    Mrs.  E.  Lvnn  Linton  *25 
309  Pathfinder,  The.    JBy  J.  Feni- 

more  Cooper 25 

1424  Paul    and   Virginia.      By   St. 

Pierre *25 

571  Paul  Carew 's  Story.     By  Alice 

Comvns  Carr *25 

720  Paul  Clifford.  By  SirE.  Bulwer 

Ly tton,  Bart 35 

525  Paul  Vargas,  and  Other  Sto- 
ries. By  Hugh  Conway,  au- 
thor of  "  Called  Back  " *25 

1653  Pearl  of  the  Andes.  By  Gustave 

Aimard .  25 

449  Peeress  and  Player.  By  Flor- 
ence Marrvat *35 

1492  Pelham.    By  Lord  Lytton 35 

1227  Penance  of  John  Logan,  The. 

By  William  Black *25 

994  Penniless  Orphan,  A.      By  W. 

Heimburg *25 

1711  Pennycomequicks,  The.    By  S. 

Baring-Gould *25 

776  Pere  Goriot.    By  H.  De  Balzac  25 
314  Peril.     B^  Jessie  Fothergiil . .  .-25 
2102  Peril  of  Oliver  Sargent,  The. 

By  Edgar  Janes  Bliss 35 

1816  Peril  of  Richard  Pardon,  The. 

By  B.  L.  Farjeon *25 

965  Periwinkle.    By  Arnold  Gray.*25 
568  Perpetual  Curate,  The.  By  Mrs. 

Oliphant *25 

133  Peter  the  Whaler.    By  William 

H.  G.  Kingston *25 

868  Petronel.  Bv  Florence  Marryat  35 
392  Peveril  of   the  Peak.    By  Sir 

Walter  Scott *25 

326  Phantastes.  A  Faerie  Romance 
for    Men    and    Women,     By 

George  Macdonald *25 

1163  Phantom  City,The.  By  William 

Westall *2ft 

56  Phantom  Fortune.  By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon 25 

1727  Phantom  Lover,  A.  By  Vernon 

Lee *25 

1479  Phantom  'Rickshaw,  The.    By 

Rudyard  Kipling  .  25 

1230  Phantom  Ship,  The.  By  Cap- 
tain Mfirryat 35 

1561  Phelim    O'Toole's    Courtship. 

By  William  Carleton *25 

845  Philip  Earnscliffe ;  or,  The  Mor- 
als of  May  Fair.  By  Mrs. 
Annie  Edwards ♦SS 
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336  Philistia.    By  Cecil  Power. . .  .*25 
669  Philosophy  of  Wiiist,  The,  By 

Williain  Pole 25 

1557  Phil  Purcel.  William  Carleton.*25 

1685  Phra  the  Phcenician *25 

903  Phyilida.  By  Florence  MaiTyat*25 
16  Phyllis.    By  "  The  Duchess  ".  25 
372  Phyllis'  Probation.  By  the  au- 
thor of  "  His  Wedded  Wife  ".*25 
537  Piccadilly.  Laurence  01iphant*25 
1232  Piccadilly  Puzzle,  The.  By  Fer- 
gus W.  JHuuie .  *25 

34  Pickwick  Papers.    By  Charles 

Dickens 25 

S143  Picture  of  Dorian  Gray,  The. 

By  Oscar  Wilde 25 

448  Pictures  From  Italy,  and  The 
Mudfog  Papers,  &c.  By  Chas. 

Dickens *25 

»0e  Picture,  The,  and  Jack  of  All 

Trades.  By  Charles  Reade. .  .*25 
264  Piedouche,  a  Frencli  Detective. 

By  Fortune  Du  Boisgobey. .  .*25 
1481  Pike   County   Folks.    By   Ed- 
ward H.  Mott *25 

1498  Pilgrim's   Progress,  Tlie.     By 

John  Bunyan 25 

1170  Pilot,  The.      By  J.   Feuimore 

Cooper 25 

1445  Pillone.    By  W.  Bergsol *25 

1944  Pinch  of    Experience,  A.     By 

L,  B.  Walford *25 

318  Pioneers,  The;  or,  The  Sources 
of  the  Susquehanna.    By  J. 

Fenimore  Cooper 25 

393  Pirate,  The.      Sir  Walter  Scott*25 
1398  Pirates  of    the   Prairies,  The. 

Bv  Gustave  Aimard 25 

1439  Plain  Tales  froju  the  Hills.  By 

Rndyard  Kipling 25 

850  Playwright's  Daughter,  A.    By 

Mrs.  Annie  Edwards *25 

1356  Plot  and  Counterplot.  By  au- 
thor of  "  Quadroona  " *25 

818  Pluck.  By  John  Strange  Winter*25 

*144  Poems  bv  Oscar  Wilde 25 

836  Point  of  Honor,  A.  By  Mrs.  An- 
nie Edwards *25 

869  Poison  of  Asps,  The.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

1069  Polikouchlia.    By  Count  Lyof 

Tolstoi *25 

339  Polish  Jew,  The.  (Translated 
from  the  French  by  Caroline 
A.   Merighi.)    By  Erckmann- 

Chatrian *25 

1174  Polish  Princess,  The.    By  I.  I. 

Kraszevvski *25 

831  Pomegranate  Seed.  By  the  au- 
thor of  "  The  Two  Miss  Flem- 
ings."  *25 

903  Poor  Gentleman,  A.    By  Mrs. 

Oliphant *25 

1948  Popular  Tales.  By  Maria  Edge- 

wonth *25 

325  Portent,  The.    By  George  Mac- 

donald *25 

6  Portia.    By  "  The  Duchess  " . .  35 


558  Poverfy  Corner.    By  G.  Man- 

ville  F^nn *25 

310  Prairie,  The.    By  J.  Fenimore 

Cooper 25 

1736  Prairie  Flower.     By  Gustave 

Aimard *35 

828  Prettiest  AVoman  in  Warsaw, 

The.    By  Mabel  Collins *25 

697  Pretty  Jailer,  The.    By  F.  Du 

Boisgobey *25 

1844  Pretty  Miss  Bellew.    By  Theo. 

Gift: *25 

207  Pretty  Miss  Seville.    By  B.  M, 

Croker 35 

1855  Pretty  Miss  Smith.  By  Florence 

Warden *35 

422  Precaution.     By  J.  Fenimore 

Cooper *25 

1784  Pride  of  the  Paddock,  The.  By 

Hawley  Smart *36 

475  Prima  Donna's  Husband,  The. 

By  F.  Du  Boisgobey ♦SS 

531  Prime  Minister,  The.     By  An- 
thony TroUope *35 

624  Primus  in  Indis.  By  M.  J.  Cnl- 

quhoun *35 

249  '*  Prince  Charlie's  Daughter," 
By  Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  an 

tlior  of  "  Dora  Thome  " 25 

1137  Prince  Charming.     By  the  au- 
thor of  "'A  Great  Mistake  " .  .*25 
1268  Prince  Fortunatus.     By   Will- 
iam Black *25 

1753  Piince  of  the   Blood,  A.    By 

James  Payn *35 

556  Prince  of  Darkness,  A.    By  F. 

Warden *35 

859  Prince  of  the  100  Soups,  The. 

Edited  by  Vernon  Lee *35 

704  Prince  Otto.   R.  L.  Stevenson.  25 
1274  Prince    Serge    Panine.     By 

Georges  Ohnet *25 

1207  Princess  and  the  Jew,  The.  By 

I.  I.  Kraszewski *25 

228  Princess  Napraxine.  "Ouida"  25 
1136  Princess  of  the  Moor,  The.   By 

E.  Marlitt 25 

23  Princess  of  Thule,  A.  By  Will- 
iam Black 25 

1117  Princess     Sarah.       By    John 

Strange  Winter *35 

1579  Princess  Sunshine.    By  Mrs.  J. 

H.  Riddell *25 

88  Privateersman,  The.    By  Cap- 
tain Marryat 25 

321  Prodigals,  the:  And  Their  In- 
heritance.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. *25 
1519  Professional  Lady-Killer,A.  By 

Ethel  Marryat *25 

944  Professor,  the.     By  Charlotte 

Bronte *25 

144  Promises    of    Marriage.      B.y 

Smile  Gaboriau 25 

260  Proper  Pride.  By  B.  M.  Croker  2i 
947  Publicans  and  Sinners;  or,  Lu- 
cius Davoren.    By  Miss  M.  E. 

Braddon *25 

1000  Puck.    By"Ouida" 2* 
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912  Pure  Gold.  By  Mrs  H.  Lovett 
Caineioii *25 

516  Put  Asunder ;  oi-.  Lady  Castle- 
maiiie's  Divorce.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Biaeme,  author  of 
"  Dora   Thoi  ne  " 25 

487  Put  to  tlie  Test.  Edited  by 
Miss  M.  E.  Braddon *25 

214  Put  Yourself  in  His  Place.  By 
Charles  Reade 25 

68  Queen  Amon<?stWomen,  A.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

1737  Queen  Hortense.     By  Louisa 

Muhlbach *25 

591  Queen  of  Hearts,  The.  By  Wil- 
kie  Collins *25 

1444  Queen  of  the  County *25 

1400  Qtieen    of   tlie   Savannah.     By 

Giistave  Aimard *25 

2120  Queen's    Necklace,    The.     By 

Alexander  Dunaas 25 

932  Queenie's  Wliim.  ByRosaNou- 
chette  Carey 25 

1061  Queer  Race,  A:  The  Story  of 
aStrant^e  People.  By  William 
AVestall *o5 

1954  Quentin  Durward.  By  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott,  Bart *25 

1614  Quisisana.    By  F.  Spielhagen.*25 

1503  Quite  Another  Story.   By  Jean 

Ingelow *25 

641  Rabbi's  Spell,  The.  By  Stuart 
C.  Cumberland *25 

147  Rachel  Ray.  By  Anthony  Trol- 
lope *25 

1949  Railway  Man  and   His  Child, 

The.     By  Mrs.  Oliohant *25 

661  Rainbow  Gold.  By  David  Chris- 
tie  Murray *25 

700  Ralph  the  Heir.  By  Anthony 
Trollope *25 

815  Ralph  Wilton's  Weird.  By  Mrs. 

Alexande* *25 

1550  Random  Shots.    By  Max  Ade- 

ler...   *25 

442  Ranthorpe.  By  George  Henry 
Lewes *25 

780  Rare  Pale  Margaret.  Bv  the  au- 
thor of  "What's  His  Offence  ?"*25 

2T9  Rattlin,  the  Reefer.  By  Captain 
Marryat 25 

327  Raymond's  Atonement.  (From 
the  German  of  E.  Werner.) 
By  Christina  Tyrrell *25 

?10  Readiana:   Comments  on  Cur- 
rent Events.    By  Chas.  Reade*25 
1566  Real  Queen,  A.  By  R.  E.  Fran- 

cillon *25 

1404  Rebel  Cfiief,  The.   By  Gustave 

Aimard *25 

1138  Recoiling  Vengeance,  A,    By 

Frank  Barrett *25 

768  Red  as  a  Rose  is  She.  By  Rhoda 
Broughtou 1^ 


918 
381 

1021 
89 

1765 

1768 
580 
361 

1161 

1697 
1756 


463 
421 

2114 
1776 
427 


1975 
1511 
2108 
1146 

740 
1485 
375 

1144 
267 

1960 

l»i8 

1321 
1792 
1612 


Red  Band,  The.  By  F.  Du  Bois- 

gobey *28 

Red  Cardinal,  The.  By  Frances 

Elliot *25 

Red-Court  Farm,  The.  By  Mrs. 

Henry  Wood *25 

Red  Eric,  The.  By  R.  M.  Ballan- 

tyne 25 

Red  Lottery  Ticket,  The.     By 

F.  Dii  Boisgohev *25 

Red    River    Half-Breed.      By 

Gustave  Aimard *26 

Red  Route,  The.    By  William 

Sime *25 

Red  Rover.  The.  A  Tale  of  the 

Sea.    By  J.  Fen i more  Cooper*25 
Red   Rvvington.    By    William 

Westall *25 

Red  Spider.  By  S.  Baring-Gould*36 
Red  Track.     By  Gustave  Ai- 
mard...    *25 

Redeemed  bv  Love;  or.  Love's 

Victory.      By    Charlotte    M. 

Braeme 25 

Redgauntlet.    By    Sir   Walter 

Scott *25 

Redskins,  The;  or,  Indian  and 

Injin.     Being  tlie  'ionclusion 

of  the  Littlepage  Manuscripts. 

By  J.  Feniniore  Cooper *25 

Regents  Daughter,  The.    By 

Alexander  Dumas 25 

Regimontal  Legends.   By  John 

Strange  Winter *25 

Remarkal)le    History    of    Sir 

Thomas  Upmore,  Bart.,  M.P., 

The.      Formerly    known    as 

"Tommy   Uomore."    By  R. 

D.  Blackmore *25 

Repented  at  Leisure.  By  Char- 
lotte  M.   Braeme,  author  of 

"  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

Reproach    of    Anueslev,  The. 

By  I\laxwell  Gray "■. 25 

Return  of  the  Native,  The.  By 

Thomas  Hardy *2i 

Reverend    Gentleman,  A.    By 

J.  Maclaren  Cobban '.*25 

Reveries  of   a  Baclielor.    By 

Ik.  Marvel % 

Rhoda  Fleming.     By  George 

Meredith *25 

Rhona.    By  Mrs.  Forrester *25 

Richelieu.    By  Lord  Ly tton . . .  25 
Ride  to  Khiva,  A.    By  Captain 

Fred  Burnaby ' 25 

Rienzi.    By  Sir  Buhver  Lytton  25 
Rifle    and    Hound  in  Ceylon. 

By  Samuel  Baker *25 

Rinaldo.    By"Ouida" *25 

Risen  Dead,  The.    By  Florence 

Marryat *25 

Rival  Actresses,  The.    By 

Georges  Ohnet *25 

Rival  Cousins,  The.  By  Colonel 

Prentiss  Ingraham .*25 

Rival     Doctors.       By    A.    La 
Poiate *35 


m 


THE  SEASIDE  LIBRARY— Pocket  Edition. 


1408  Rival  Princess,  The.  By  Justin 
McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Campbell 

Praed *35 

1883  Riven  Asunder.     By  Howard 

J.  Goldsmid *25 

1912  Robbing  Peter  to  Pay  Paul.  By 

John  Saunders *25 

1116  Robert    Elsmere.       By     Mrs. 

Humphry  Ward 35 

396  Robert  Ord's  Atonement.    By 

Rosa  Nouchette  Carey 25 

14^  Robin.    By  Louisa  Parr *25 

1312  Robinson  Crusoe.     By  Daniel 

Defoe *25 

1164  Rob  Roy.  By  Sir  Walter  Scott.  •=25 
&76  Robur  the  Conqueror;  or,  A 
Trip  Round  the  World  in  a 
Flying    Machine.     By   Jules 

Verne *25 

1141  Rogue,  The.    By  W.  E.  Norris.  25 
816  Rogues  and  Vagabonds.     By 
George   R.   Sims,    author   of 

"'Ostler  Joe" *25 

1347  Rogue's  Life,  A.     By   Wilkie 

Collins *25 

1233  Roland  Oliver.    By  Justin  H. 

McCarthy,  M.  P *25 

1851  Roll  of  Honor,  The.    By  Annie 

Thomas *25 

190  Romance  of  a  Black  Veil.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 

of  "Dora  Thorne  " 25 

66  Romance  of  a  Poor  "Voung  Man, 
The.     By  Octave  Feuillet....  25 
1627  Romance  of  the  Wire,  A.    By 

M.  Betham-Ed  wards *25 

2136  Romance  of  Two  Worlds,  A. 

By  Marie  CorelU 25 

139  Romantic  Adventures  of  a 
Milkmaid,  The.     By  Thomas 

Hardy 25 

42  Romola.     By  George  Eliot. .. .  25 
1656  Root  of  All  Evil,  The.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

360  Ropes  of  Sand.    By  R.  E.  Fran- 

cillon *25 

664  Rory  O'More.      Samuel  Lover*25 
670  Rose  and  the  Ring,  The.     By 

W.  M.  Thackeray.    Illustrated*25 
103  Rose  Fleming.  Bv  Dora  Russell*25 
296  Rose  in  Thorns,  A.    By  Char- 
lotte M.   Braeme,  author  of 

"Dora  Thorne" 25 

193  Rosery  Folk,  The.   By  G.  Man- 

ville  Fenn *25 

129  Rossmoyne.  By  "The  Duchess"  25 
1724  Rougliing  it  in  the  Bush.    By 

Susanna  Moodie *25 

1537  Roundabout  Papers.     By  W. 

M.   Thackeray *25 

180  Round  the  Galley  Fire.  By  W. 

Clark  Russell 25 

1153  Round    the  Moon.'     By  Jules 

Verne 25 

1568  Round  the  World.    By  W.  H. 

G.Kingston *25 

566  Royal  Highlanders,  The;  or. 
The  Black  Watch  in  Egypt. 
By  James  Grant *» 


736  Roy  and  Viola.  Mrs.  Forrester*26 
1832  Roy's   Repentance.    By   Ade- 
line Sergeant *25 

409  Roy's  Wife.    By  G.  J.  Whyte- 

Melville *25 

1575  Ruffino.    By  "  Ouida  " *35 

1708  Running    the    Gauntlet.     By 

Edmund  Yates *25 

489  Rupert  Godwin.  ByMissM.  E. 

Braddon *25 

1371  Russian  Princess,  A.  By  Tracy 

Turnerelli *,'i5 

457  Russians  at  the  Gates  of  Herat, 
The.   By  Charles  Marvin.  ...*2& 


962 

616 

1342 

1067 
243 

177 
1580 
795 

1516 

1375 

1959 

2081 
420 


1419 
1969 
15:J7 
1037 


441 

1942 

1165 

82 
423 

85 

1194 

no8 


Sabina  Zembra.  By  William 
Black *25 

Sacred  Nugget,  The.  By  B.  L. 
Farjeon *2« 

Saddle  and  Sabre.  By  Hawley 
Smart *25 

Saint  Michael.    By  E.  Werner.  36 

Sailor's  Sweetheart,  A.  By  W. 
Clark  Russell 25 

Salem  Chapel.      Mrs.  01iphant*a5 

Saltwater.'  W.  H.  G.  Kingston.*25 

Sam's  Sweetheart.  By  Helen 
B.  Mathers *25 

Samuel  Brohl  &  Co.  By  Cher- 
buliez *25 

Sandvcroft  Mystery,  The.  By 
T.  W.  Speiglit *25 

Santa  Barbara.  By  "  Ouida "..*25 

Sappho.    Bj'  Alphonse  Daudet  25 

Sataustoe;  or.  The  Littlepage 
Manuscripts.  By  J.  Fenimore 
Cooper *25 

Scandal  in  Bohemia,  A.  By  A. 
Conan  Doyle 25 

Scarlet  Fortune.  By  H.  Her- 
man   *35 

Scarlet  Letter,  The.  By  Na- 
thaniel Hawthorne 25 

Scarlet  Sin,  A.  By  Florence 
Marryat *25 

Scheherazade:  A  liOndon 
Night's  Entertainment.  By 
Florence  Warden *25 

Scottish  Chiefs,  The.  By  Miss 
Jane  Porter 35 

Sculptor's  Daughter,  The.  By 
F.  Du  Boisgobey *2t 

Sea  Change,  A.  By  Flora  L. 
Shaw ;*3» 

Seaforth.  By  Florence  Mont- 
gomery  *25 

Sea -King,  The.  By  Captain 
Marryat 25 

Sealed  Lips.    F.  Du  Boisgobey  25 

Sea  Lions,  The ;  or.  The  Lost 
Sealers.     By  J.  F.  Cooper. . .  *25 

Sea  Queen,  A.  By  W.  Clark 
Russell 25 

Search  for  Basil  Lyndhurst, 
The.    By  Rosa  N.  Carey 25 

Sebastopol.  By  Count  Lyof 
Tolstoi ...*35 
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490  Second  Life,  A.  By  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander  *25 

101  Second  Thoughts.  By  Rhoda 
Broughton 25 

909  Second  Wife,  The.  E.  Marlitt  25 
781  Secret    Dispatch,    The.       By 

James  Grant *25 

3790  Secret  Inheritance,  A.  ByB.  L. 

Farjeon *25 

810  Secret  of  Her  Life,  The.  By  Ed- 
ward Jenkins *25 

387  Secret  of  the  CHffs,  The.    By 

Charlotte  French *25 

1649  Seed-Time   and   Harvest.    By 

T.  S.  Arthur *25 

607  Self-Doomed.  ByB.  L.  Farjeon*Si5 
2009  Self  -  Help.      By    Samuel 

Smiles *25 

651  "  Self  or  Bearer."    By  Walter 

Besant *25 

1437  Selma.  By  J.  Gregory  Smith. *25 
474  Serapis.  By  George  Ebers....  25 
1589  Sergeant's  Legacy,  The.  By.E. 

Berthet *25 

792  Set  in  Diamonds.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Biaeme,  author  of  "  Dora 

Thorne" 25 

1252  Seventh   Dream,  The.     By 

-Rita" *25 

1866  Seventy  Times  Seven.  By  Ade- 
line Sergeant *25 

1082  Severed  Hand,  The.    By  F.  Du 

Boisgobey *25 

445  Shadow  of  a  Crime,  The.    By 

Hall  Caine 25 

948  Shadow   of   a   Sin,   The.    By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

468  Shadow  of  the  Sword,  The.  By 

Robert  Buchanan *25 

18  Shandon  Bells.  By  Wm.  Black  25 
1552  Shane   Fadii's   Wedding.     By 

William  Carleton *25 

988  Shattered  idol,  The,  and  Letty 
Leigh.  Charlotte  M.  Braeme, 
author  of  "  Dora  Thorne '\  .    25 

910  She:   A  History  of  Adventure. 

By  H.  Rider  Haggard 25 

1229  "Sheba."    By  "Rita." 25 

1351  She  Came  Between.    By  Mrs. 

Alex.  Fraser *25 

141  She    Loved   Him!     By  Annie 

Thomas *25 

520  She's  All  the  World  to  Me.  By 

Hall  Caine 25 

1626  Sheep  in   Wolf's  Clothing,  A. 

ByC.  Debans *25 

801  She  Stoops  to  Conquer,  and 
The  Good-Natured  Man.     By 

Oliver  Goldsmith 25 

8127  She  -  Wolves  of  Machecoul, 
The;    or.  The   Last  Vendue. 

By  Alexander  Dumas 25 

20T1  Ships  That  Pass  in  the  Night. 

By  Beatrice  Harraden 25 

57  Shirley.    By  Charlotte  Bront6  25 
1666  Sidonie,    By  Alphonse  Daudet*25 

239  Signa.    By^Ouida" 25 

1062  Signa"  s  Sweetheart.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme 85 


2094  Sign  of  the  Four,  The.    By  A. 

Conan  Doyle 25 

707  Silas  Marner :  The  Weaver  of 
Raveloe.     By  George  Eliot. . .  25 

1034  Silence  of  Dean  Maitland,  The, 

By  Maxwell  Graj' 36 

913  Silent  Shore,  The.  By  John 
Bl  oundelle-  Burton *25 

1110  Silverado  Squatters,  The.    By 

R.  L.  Stevenson 25 

539  Silvermead.    Jean  Middlemas.*25 

681  Singer's  Story,  A.  By  May 
Laffan *25 

1382  Singleheart   and    Doubleface. 

Bv  Charles  Reade *25 

2088  Singularly  Deluded.  By  Sarah 

Grand 25 

252  Sinless  Secret,  A.    By  *'  Rita  "*ai 

283  Sin  of  a  Lifetime,  The;  or,  Viv- 
ien's Atonement.     By  Char- 
lotte M.   Braeme,  author  of 
"  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

1323  Sinof  JoostAvelingh,The.  By 

Maarten  Maartens 25 

El 5  Sir  Jasper's  Tenant.  By  Miss 
M.  E.  Braddon *25 

1565  Sir  Percival.  By  J.  H.  Short- 
house *25 

1490  Sir  Tom.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant. .  .*25 

1114  Sisters,  The.   By  George  Ebers*35 
643  Sketch-book  of  Geoffrey  Cray- 
on, Gent,  The.    By  Washing- 
ton Irving 25 

456  Sketches  by  Boz.  Illustrative 
of  Everyday  Life  and  Every- 
day People.  Charles  Dickens.*25 

1520  Sketches  of  Young   Couples. 

By  Charles  Dickens *25 

1078  Slaves  of  Paris,  The.  By  Emile 

Gaboriau 25 

601  Slings  and  Arrows,  and  Other 
Stories.  Bv  Hugh  Conway, 
author  of  "Called  Back"...*25 

1679  Sloaue  Square   Scandal,     By 

Annie  Thomas *25 

1402  Smuggler  Hero,  The.   By  Gus- 

tave  Aimard *25 

1461  Smuggler's     Secret,   A.       By 

Franlf  Barrett *25 

2137  Social  Departure,  A.    By  Sara 

Jeaunette  Duncan ^ 

491  Society  in  London,  By  a  For- 
eign Resident *25 

505  Society  of  London,  The.  By 
Count  Paul  Vasili *25 

1315  Societv  Scandal,  A.  By '*  Rita"*25 
778  Society's  Verdict.   By  the  au- 
thor of  "  My  Marriage  " *25 

1686  Soeur  Louise.     By  Louise  de 

Bruneval. *25 

1443  Soldiers  Three,  and  Other  Sto- 
ries.   By  Rudvard  Kipling...  35 

1541  Somebody's     Luggage.       By 

Charles  Dickons *25 

1722  Somebody's  Story.    By  Hugh 

Conwav *95 

114  Some  of  Our  Girls.  By  Mrs.  C. 
J.Biloart *2I 
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413  Some  One  Else.      By   B.  M. 

194  "So  Near." "and  Yet  So  Fair i" 

By  Alison *25 

2079  Son  of   Hagar,  A.     By  Hall 

Caine 25 

•60  Son  of  His  Father,  The.     By 

Mrs.  Oliphant *25 

1340  Son  of  Monte- Cristo,  The.    By 

Alexander  Dumas 25 

2138  Son  of  Porthos,  The.    By  Al- 
exander Dumas 25 

1171  Sophy   Carmine.     By   John 

Strangle  Winter *25 

1876  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian,  The. 

By  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed *25 

368  Southern   Star,  The;    or,  The 

Diamond  Land.    Jules  Verne*25 
1596  Sowers,  Not  Reapers.  By  Har- 
riet Martineau *25 

1507  Sowing  the  Wind.  By  E.  Lynn 

Linton *25 

1501  Spanish     Gypsy,    The.        By 

George  Eliot 25 

1380  Spanish  Nun,  The.  By  Thomas 

De  Qiiincey *25 

2078  Special     Correspondent,   The. 

By  Jules  Verne 25 

1466  Spoopendyke    Papers.     By 

Huntley *25 

2140  Sport    Royal,      By    Anthony 

Hope 25 

926  Springhaven.  By  R.  D.  Black- 
more *25 

63  Spy,  The.  J.  Fenimore  Cooper  25 
973  Squire's    Darling,    The.       By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 

of  •'  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

881  Squire's  Legacy,  The.  By  Mary 
Cecil  Hay     .     ...  ....  25 

817  Stabbed  in  tlie  Dark.    By  Mrs. 

E.  Lynn  Linton *25 

1359  Stageland.    By  Jerome  K. 

Jerome 25 

1725  Stand  Fast.  Craig -Royston!  By 

William  Black *25 

895  Star  and  a  Heart,  A.    By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

1291  Star  of  Love,  The.    By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme 25 

158  Starling,    The.     By    Norman 

Macleod.  D.D *25 

1178  St.  Cuthbert's  Tower.  By  Flor- 
ence Warden *25 

1861  St.  Katiierine's  By  the  Tower. 

By  Walter  Besant *25 

418  St.  Ronan's  Well.    By  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott *25 

436  Stella.    By  Fanny  Lewald . . .  .*25 
1804  Step  in  the  Dark,  A.    By  Kate 

Eyre *25 

802  Stern    Chase,    A.      By    Mrs. 

Cashel-Hoey *25 

846  Steven    Lawrence.      By    Mrs. 

Annie  Edwards *25 

2095  Stickit  Minister,   The.    By  S. 

R  Crockett 25 

8005  Stiff-Necked  Generation,  A.  By 
L.B.  Walford ** 


1744  Stoneheart.     By  Gustave  Ai- 

mard *25 

1644  Stories  for  Parents.    By  T.  S. 

Arthur *25 

1654  Stories     for    Young     House- 
keepers.   ByT.  S.  Arthur.   ..*25 
145  "Storm  -  Beaten:"    God    and 
the    Man.       By   Robert    Bu- 

:;hanan *2i 

1074  Stormy  Waters.      By  Robert 

Buchanan *25 

1216  Story  of  a  Clergyman's  Daugli- 

ter.  The.     By  W.  Heimburg.  .*aS 
1749  Story  of  Anthony  Grace.    By 

George  Man ville  Fenn *26 

1120  Story  of  an  African  Farm,  The. 
By  Ralph  Iron  (Olive  Schiei- 

nerO. 25 

1373  Story  of  an  Error,  The.  By  the 

author  of  'A  Fatal  Dower,"  etc*25 
1684  Story  of  a  Sculptor.   By  Hugh 

Conway . .  *25 

673  Story  of  a  Sin.    By  Helen  B. 

Mathers *25 

1212  Story  of  a  Slave,  The.    By  H. 

H.  Johnston *25 

610  Story  of  Dorothy  Grape,  The, 
and    Other   Tales.     By   Mrs. 

Henry  Wood *25 

53  Story  of  Ida,  The.     By  Fran- 

cesca *2b 

1665  Story  of  Our  Mess.    Tribune 

Prize  Stories *2ii 

1499  Story  of  tlie  Gadsbys,  The.  By 

Rudyard  Kipling 25 

1362  Story  of  Three  Sisters,  A.    By 

C.  Maxwell *25 

1871  Straight  as  a  Die,     By  Mrs. 

Edward  Kennard *25 

1096  Strange  Adventures  of  a 
House  -  Boat,  The.  By  Will- 
iam Black *25 

50  Strange  Adventures  of  a  Phae- 
ton, The.     By  William  Black.  25 
756  Strange  Adventures  of  Captain 
Dangerous,  The.    By  George 

Augustus  Sala *25 

686  Strange  Case  of  Dr.  Jekyll  and 
Mr.  Hyde.    By  Robert  Louis 

Stevenson 25 

1431  Strange  Crimes.    By  William 

Westall *25 

1789  Strangre  Message,  A.    By  Dora 

Russell *95 

83  Strange  Story,  A.    By  Sir  E. 

Bui wer  Ly tton 25 

5^5  Strange    Voyage,  A.     By    W. 

Clark   Russell 25 

511  Strange  World,  A,  By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

524  Strangeis    and   Pilgrims.    By 

Miss  M.  E.  Braddon .*25 

974  Strath  more;  or.  Wrought  by 

His  Own  Hand.  By  "  Ouida."  25 
1741  Stronghand.    By  Gustave  Ai- 

niard 25 

550  Struck  Down.    Hawley  Smart*25 
467  Struggle  for  a  Ring,  A.  Char- 
lotte M.  Sraeme. 86 
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71  Struergle  for  Fame,  A.  By  Mrs. 
J.  H.  Riddell *25 

1802  Struggle  for  Love,  A.  By  Olive 

P.  Fairchild *25 

9e4  Struggle  for  the  Right,  A;  or, 

Tracking  the  Truth *25 

1980  Study  in    Scarlet,  A.     By   A. 

Conan  Doyle . .  25 

1661  Summer  in   Skye,  A,    By  A. 

Smith *25 

222  Sun-Maid,  The.  By  Miss  Grant*25 

1888  Sunny  Stories  and  Some  Shady 

Ones.    By  James  Payn *25 

SI  Sunrise:     A   Story    of  These 

Times.    By  Wm.  Black 25 

i60  Sunshine  and  Roses;  or,  Di- 
ana's Discipline.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "Dora 

Thorne" 25 

863  Surgeon's  Daughter,  The.    By 

Sir  Walter  Scott *25 

277  Surgeon's  Daughters,  The.  By 
Mrs.  Henry  Wood,  and  A  Man 
of  His  Word.    By  W.  E.  Norris*25 

1273  Susan  Drummond.    By  Mrs.  J. 

H.  Riddell *25 

844  Susan  Fielding.  By  Mrs.  Annie 
Edwards , *25 

1187  Suzanne.     By  the  Author  of 

'' A  Great  Mistake  " *25 

1256  Sweetbriar  in  Town.  By  David 
Cliristie    Murray  and    Henry 

Herman *25 

927  Sweet  Cymbeline.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme,  author  of 
"  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

1859  Sweetheart  and  Wife.  By  Lady 

Constance  Howard *25 

123  Sweet  is  True  Love.  By  "  The 
Duchess  " 25 

1372  Sweet   Lavender.    By  Arthur 

W.  Pinero,  Ksq *25 

2.59  Swiss  Family  Robinson *25 

1281  Sydney  Sovereign,  A.    By 

Tasma *25 

1739  Sylvia     Arden.      By    Oswald 

Crawfurd *25 

1308  Syrlin.    By  "  Guide. " 25 

559  Taken  at  the  Flood.  By  Miss 
M.  E.  Braddon *25 

1175  Tale  of  an  Old  Castle,  A.    By 

W.  Heimbur^    25 

1807  Tale  of  Chloe,  Tlie.  B3  George 

Meredith *25 

117  Tale  of  the  Shore  and  Ocean, 
A.     Bv  Wm.  H.  G.  Kingston ._.  *25 

1049  Tale  of  Three  Lions,  A.    By  H. 

Rider  Ha-gard .*25 

77  Tale  of  Two  Cities,  A.  By 
Charles  Dickens : 25 

2142  Tales  of  Mean  Streets.  By  Ar- 
thur Morrison 25 

1685  Tales  of  the  French  Revolu- 
tion.   By  Harriet  Martineau.*25 

1(85  Tales  of  To-day.  By  George  R. 
Sims..,.* .*25 
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Tales  of  Two  Idle  Apprentices. 
By  Wilkie  Collins *25 

Talisman,  The.  By  Sir  Walter 
Scott 25 

Talk  of  the  Town,  The.  By 
James  Payn *25 

Tangles  Unraveled.  By  Eve- 
lyn Kimball  Johnson *25 

Tartarin  of  Tarascon.  By  Al- 
phonse  Daudet *25 

Tempest  Tossed.  By  Theo- 
dore Tilton *a5 

Ten  Thousand  a  Year,  By 
Samuel  Warren.    Parti 25 

Ten  Thousand  a  Year.  By 
Samuel  Warren.     Part  II 25 

Ten  Thousand  a  Year.  By 
Sanmel  Warren.    Part  III. . . .  25 

Ten  Years  Later.  By  Alex- 
ander Dumas 25 

"Tents  of  Shem,  The."  By 
Grant  Allen *25 

Terrible  Legacy,  A.  By  G.  W. 
Appleton *25 

Terrible  Temptation,  A.  By 
Chas.  Reade 25 

Terribly  Tempted.  By  Anna- 
bel Gray *25 

Texar's  Vengeance ;  or.  North 
Versus  South.  By  Jules  Verne.  25 

Thaddeus  of  Warsaw.  By  Miss 
Jane  Porter 25 

That  Beautiful  Wretch.  By 
William  Black *25 

That  Girl  in  Black.  By  Mrs. 
Moles  worth *25 

"That  Last  Rehearsal,"  and 
Other  Stories.  By  "The 
DticliGSS  ^' .. .  ^S5 

That  Other  Person.  By  Mrs. 
Alfred  Hunt *25 

That  Other  Woman.  By  Annie 
Thomas *25 

That  Terrible  Man.  By  W.  E. 
Norris *25 

That  Winter  Night;  or,  Loves 
Victory.    Robert  Buchanan.  .*25 

Thelma.      By    Marie    Corelli.  25 

They  Were  Mai  i-ied.  By  Wal- 
ter" Besant  and  James  Rice. .  .*25 

Thicker  than  Water.  By 
James  Payn *25 

Thirlbv  Hall.    By  W.  E.  Norris  25 

13th  Hussars,  Tlie.  By  Emile 
Gaboriau 25 

This  Man's  Wife,  By  George 
Manville  Fenn *25 

Thorn  in  Her  Heart,  A.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

Tliorns  and  Orau^e-Blossoms. 
By  Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  au- 
thor of  "  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

Tho^e  Westerton  Girls.  By 
Florence  Warden *25 

Thousand  Francs  Reward,  A. 
Bv  Eniile  Gaboriau *25 

Three  Brides,  The.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  YoBg© *25 
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1668  Three  Bummers,  The.  Tribune 

Prize  Stories +25 

775  Three  Clerks,The.  By  Anthony 

TroUope *25 

124  Three  Feathers.  By  Wm.  Black  25 
55  Three    Guardsmen,   The.    By 

Alexander  Dumas 25 

1517  Three  Men  in  a  Boat.    By  Jer- 
ome K  Jerome 25 

8139  Three  Miss  Kings,  The.     By 

Ada  Cambridge 25 

382  Three  Sisters ;  or.  Sketches  of 
a    Highly    Original    Family. 
ByElsa  D'Esterre-Keeiing.. .  25 
1397  Three  Spaniards,  The.  ByGeo. 

Walker *25 

1109  Through  the  Long  Nights.  By 

Mrs.  E.  Lynn  Linton *25 

789  Through  the  Looking-Glass, 
and  What  Alice  Found  There. 
By  Lewis  Carroll.  With  fifty 
illustrations  by  John  Tenniel.*25 
471  Thrown  on  the  World.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme,  author  of 
"  Dora  Thorne  "     25 

1946  Thwarted.    By  Florence  Mont- 

gomery   *25 

833  Ticket  No. '*  9672."     By  Jules 

Verne *25 

867  Tie  and  Trick.     Hawley  Smart*25 

1947  Ties,  Human  and  Divine.    By 

B.  L.  Farjeou *25 

1690  Tiger-Slayer,  The.  By  Gustave 

Aimard 25 

2130  Timar's  Two  Worlds.  By  Mau- 

rus  Jokai 25 

485  Tinted  Vapours.     J.  Maclaren 

Cobban.   *25 

503  Tinted  Venus,  The.   F.Anstey.  25 
980  To  Call  Her  Mine.    By  Walter 

1890  Toilers  of  Bahyioni'ByB.  L. 

Farjeon *25 

1139  Tom  Brown  at   Oxford.     By 

Thomas  Hughes 25 

130  Tom  Brown's  School  Days  at 

Rugb5^  By  Thomas  Hughes.  25 
243  Tom    Burke   of   "Ours."    By 

Charles  Lever 25 

1489  Tom  Cringle's  Log.  By  Michael 

Scott *25 

1081  Too  Curious.    By  Edward  J. 

Goodman *25 

557  To  the  Bitter  End.  By  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon *25 

879  Touchstone  of  Peril,  The.    By 

R.  E.  Forrest *25 

1050  Tour  of  t)ie  World  in  80  Days, 

The.     By  Jules  Verne..     ....25 

1478  Tower     of     Percemont.      By 

George  Sand *25 

1650  Trail-Hunter,  The.  By  Gustave 

Aimard *25 

1688  Trapper's  Daughter,  The.    By 

Gustave  Aimard 25 

1341  Trappers   of    Arkansas,    The. 

By  Gustave  Aimard *25 

888  Treasure  Is/and.  Robert  Louis 

Stevenson S5 


1761  Treasure  of  Pearls,  The.  By  G. 

Aimard SS 

1731  Tree  of  Knowledge,  The.    By 

G.  M.  Robins *25 

1406  Tricks  of  the  Greeks.    By  Hou- 

din *25 

1017  Tricotrin.    The  Story  of  a  Waif 

and  Stray.    By"Ouida." 25 

1660  Tried  and  the  Tempted,  The. 

By  T.  S.  Arthur *25 

1460  Tritons.    By  Bynner *25 

1578  Troublesome  Daughters.     By 

Ly  B.  Walford *25 

1209  TlbuWa»me  Girl,  A.  By  "The 

Duchess  " *25 

1310  True  Friend,  A.     By   Adehne 

Sergeant *25 

853  True  Magdalen,  A.  By  Char- 
lotte M,   Braeme,  author  of 

"  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

945  Trumpet-Major,  The.  Thomas 

Hardy *25 

346  Tumbledown  Farm.  By  Alan 
Muir *25 

1297  Twenty  Novelettes  by  Twenty 

Prominent  Novelists *25 

100  20,000  Leagues  Under  the  Seas. 

By  Jules  Verne 25 

75  Twenty  Years  After.   By  Alex- 
ander Dumas 25 

1590  Twice-Told  Tales.  By  Nathan- 
iel Hawthorne 25 

2075  Twin  Lieutenants,  The.  By  Al- 

exander  Dumas 25 

1754  Twin  Soul,  The.    By  Charles 

Mackay *25 

714  'Twixt  Love  and    Duty.     By 

Tighe  Hopkins *35 

9"24  'Twixt  Smile  and  Tear.  Char- 
lotte M.   Braeme,  author   of 

"  Dora  Thorne" 25 

349  Two  Admirals,  The.  A  Tale  of 
the  Sea.  By  J.  Fenimore 
Cooper 25 

1760  Two  Bad  Blue  Eyes.    By  Rita.*25 

1180  Two  Chiefs  of  Dunboy,  The. 

By  James  Anthouy  Fronde.. *25 

2110  Two  Dianas,  The.  By  Alex- 
ander Dumas 25 

1436  Two    Duchesses,  The.    By    A. 

Mathey.... *25 

2015  Two  Fair  Women.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Braeme 25 

1073  Two  Generations.     By  Count 

Lyof  Tolstoi *2S 

307  Two  Kisses,  and  Like  no  Other 
Love.  By  Charlotte  M. 
Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 
Thorne" 25 

1018  Two  Marriages.    By  Miss  Mu- 

lock *25 

1607  Two  Masters.   By  B.  M.  Croker.*25 
784  Two  Miss  Flemings,  The.    By 
the  author  of  '*  What's  His  Of- 
fence?"  *25 

1430  Two  on  a  Tower.    By  Thomas 

Hardy *25 

242  Two  Oi-phans,  The.  D'Ennery  35 
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563  Two  Sides  of  the  Shield,  The. 

By  Charlotte  M,  Yongre *38 

1636  Two  Wives,  The.    By  T.  S.  Ar- 
thur    25 

311  Two   Years  Before  the  Mast. 

By  R.  H.  Dana,  Jr *25 

1157  Two  Years'  Vacation,  A,    By 

Jules  Verne *25 

407  Tylney  Hall.  By  Thomas  Hood*3o 
1606  Typhaines  Abbey.    By  Count 
De  Gobineau *25 

983  Uarda.    By  George  Ebers 25 

862  Ugly  Barrington.      By  "  The 

Duchess." 25 

137  Uncle  Jack.  By  Walter  Besant*25 
930  Uncle  Max.  By  Rosa  Nouchette 

Carey 25 

1217  Uncle  Piper  of   Piper's   Hill. 

By  Tasnia *25 

152  Uncommercial  Traveler,  The. 

By  Charles  Dickens 25 

174  Under  a  Ban.    By  Mrs.  Lodge*25 
460  Under  a  Shadow.     By   Char- 
lotte   M.   Braeme,  author  of 

"DoraThorne" 25 

1828  Under  a  Strange  Mask.     By 

Frank  Barrett *25 

1128  Under  -  Currents.      By   "  The 

Duchess." 25 

1503  Under   False  Pretences.      By 

Adeline  Sergeant *25 

2003  Under   Slieve-Ban.    By  R.  E. 

Francillon *25 

1809  Under  the  Deodars,  and  Other 

Tales.    ByRudyardKipline..  25 
1976  Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.  By 

Thomas  Hardy *25 

276  Under  the  Lilies   anfl    Roses. 
By   Florence    Marryat   (Mrs. 

Francis  Lean) *25 

110  Under  the  Red  Flag.     By  Miss 

M.  E.  Braddon *25 

1024  Under  the  Storm ;  or.  Stead- 
fast's  Charge.     By  Charlotte 

M.  Yonge *25 

1620  Under  the  Will.  By  Mary  Cecil  . 

Hay *25 

4  Under  Two  Flags.  By  "Ouida"  25 
840  Under  Which  King?  ByCorap- 

ton  Reade *25 

1417  Under  Which  Lord?    By  Mrs. 

E.  Lynn  Linton *25 

T18  Unfairly  Won.  By  Mrs.  Power 

O'Donoghue *25 

634  Unforeseen,    The.     By    Alice 

O'Hanlon *25 

508  Unholy  Wish,  The.     By  Mrs. 

Henry  Wood 25 

735  Until    the    Day    Breaks.    By 

Emily  Spender *25 

1821  Urith.    By  S.  Baring-Gould.  ..*25 
654  "Us."  An  Old-fashioned  Story. 
By  Mrs.  Molesworth *25 

837  Vagabond  Heroine,  A.  By  Mri. 

Annie  Edwards *25 

Vm  Vagabond  t^oTer,  A.  B7"Rit*"*25 


482  Vagrant  Wife,  A.      F.  Warden*25 
691  Valentine  Strange.     By  David 

Christie  Murray *35 

189  Valerie's  Fate.    By  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander  25 

27  Vanity  Fair.    By  William  M. 

Thackeray 25 

2091  Vashti  and    Esther.     By  the 

Writer  of  "  Belle's  Letters  ".  26 
1068  Vendetta!    or,   The    Story   of 
One   Forgotten.      By   Marie 

Corelli 25 

1318  Vendetta,  The.  By  Honor6  De 

Balzac IBS 

426  Venus's  Doves.     By  Ida  Ash- 
worth  Taylor *35 

891  Vera  Nevill ;  or,  Poor  Wisdom's 
Chance.    By  Mrs.  H.  Lovett 

Cameron *25 

46  Very  Hard  Cash.    By  Charles 

Reade 25 

1539  Very  Strange  Family,  A.  By  F. 

W.  Robinson *25 

1735  Very  Young  Couple,  A.    By  B. 

L.  Farjeon *25 

1624  Vic.    By  A.  Benrimo *25 

1316  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  The.    By 

Oliver  Goldsmith 25 

59  Vice  Versa.    By  F.  Anstey...  25 
2064  Vicomte  de  Bragelonne,  The. 

By  Alexander  Dumas 25 

1551  Vicomte's  Bride, The.  ByEsm6 

Stuart *25 

1994  Victims.    By  Theo.  Gift *25 

716  Victor  and  Vanquished.     By 

Marv  Cecil  Hay *25 

583  Victory  Deane.      Cecil  Griffith*35 
545  Vida's   Story.    By   author  of 

"  Guilty  Without  Crime  " *25 

1716  Vineta.    By  E.  Werner *25 

1399  Violet  Vyvian,  M.  F.  H.    By 

May  Crommelin ^25 

1324  Virginians,  The.      By  W.    M. 

Thackeray 25 

1239  Virgin   Widow,   The.     By   A. 

Matthey *25 

734  Viva.    Bv  Mrs.  Forrester *25 

793  Vivian  Grey.   By  the  Rt.  Hon. 
Benjamin    Disraeli,   Earl    of 

Beaconsfield *25 

835  Vivian    the   Beauty.  By   Mrs. 
Annie  Edwards *25 

1770  Vivienne.    By  Rita *115 

204  Vixen.  By  Miss  M.  E.  Braddon  25 
777  Voyages   and  Travels  of    Sir 

John  Maundeville,  Kt.,  The..*2e 
884  Voyage  to  the  Cape,  A.  By  W. 
Clark  Russell *25 

1771  Wages  of  Sin,  The.    By  Lucas 

Malet 25 

659  Waif  of  the  "  Cynthia,"  The. 

By  Jules  Verne *25 

9  Wanda,  Countess  von  Szalras. 

By  "Ouida" 25 

270  Wandering  Jew,  The.    By  Eu- 
gene Sue.    Part  1 26 

270  Wandering  Jew,  The.    By  Eu- 
gene Sue,    Part  1} ^ 
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621  Warden,    The.    By    Anthony 

Trollope *25 

1277  Was  Ever  Woman  in  this  Hu- 
mor Wooed?  By  Charles  Gib- 
bon    *25 

1910  Was  She  Good  or  Bad?     By 

Prof.  W.  Minto *25 

266  Water-Baliies,  Tlie.  A  Fairy 
Tale  for  a  Land-Baby.  By  the 

Rev.  Charles  Kingsley *25 

512  AVaters  of  Hercules,  The *25 

112  Waters   of   Marah,  The.     By 

John  Hill *25 

S59  Water-Witch,  The.  By  J.  Feni- 

more  Cooper *25 

401  Waverley.  By  Sir  Walter  Scott*25 
195  "Way  of  the  World,  The."  By 

David  Christie  Murrav *25 

1640  Ways  of  Providence.    By  T.  S. 

Arthur *25 

415  Ways  of  the  Hour,  The.  By  J. 

Fenimore  Cooper *25 

1415  Weaker   than  a  Woman.    By 

Charlotte  M.  Biaeme 25 

1162  Weaker  Vessel,  The.  By  David 

Christie  Murray *25 

844  "  Wearing  of  the  Green,  The." 

By  Basil. *25 

943  Weavers  and  Weft;  or,  "  Love 
That  Hath  Us  in   His  Net." 

By  Miss  M.  E.  Braddcm *25 

79  Wedded  and  Parted.  By  Char- 
lotte M.   Braeme,  author  of 

"Dora  Thorne" 25 

628  Wedded  Hands.  By  the  author 

of  "Mv  Lady's  Folly" *25 

312  WeekiuKillaraey,A.  By  "The 

Duchess" *25 

458  Week  of  Passion,  A;  or,  The 
Dilemma  of  Mr.  George  Bar- 
ton the  Younger.   By  Edward 

Jenkins *25 

1785  Weeping   Ferry.     By  George 

Halse *25 

961  Wee  Wifie.    By  Rosa  N.  Carey  25 
1683  Weird    Gift,  A.     By   Georges 

Ohnet *25 

400  Wept  of  Wish-Ton-Wish,  The. 

By  J  Fenimore  Cooper 25 

1160  We  Two.     By  Edna  Lyall 25 

1870  What's  Bred  in  the  Bone.    By 

Grant  Allen *25 

637  Whafs  His  Offence?  liy  author 

of  "  The  Two  Miss  Flemings  "*25 
722  What's   Mine's  Mine.    George 

Macdonald *25 

2074  What  the  Spring  Brought.    By 

E.  Werner 25 

1326  What  Will  He  Do  With  It?    By 

Lord  Lytton 25 

1921  What    Would    You  Do,  Love? 

By  Chas.  Gibbon *25 

2101  When  a  Man's  Single.    By  J. 

M.  Barrie 25 

1530  When  the  Ship  Comes  Home. 

By  Walter  Besant *25 

679  Where  Two  Ways  Meet.  By 
Sarah  Doudney *35 


220  Which  Loved  Him  Best?    By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 25 

236  Which  Shall  It  Be?    By  Mrs. 

Alexander 25 

1894  White  Company.  The.    By  A. 

Conan  Doyle 25 

627  White  Heather.  By  Wm.  B]ack*25 
1714  White  Scalper,The.  By  Gustave 

Aimard *25 

70  White  Wmgs:  A  Yachting  Ro- 
mance.   Bv  William  Black  . .  25 
335  White  Witch,  The.     A  Novel.. *25 
1411  Whose  was  the  Hand?  By  Miss 

M.  E.  Braddon *25 

939  Why  Not  ?    Florence  Marr yat .  *25 
849  Wicked  Girl,  A.    By  Mary  Cecil 

Hay 25 

1497  Widow    Bedott    Papers.      By 

Mrs.Whitcher *25 

38  Widow  Lerouge,  The.  By  Emile 

Gaboriau 25 

76  Wife  in  Name  Only;  or,  A  Bro- 
ken Heart.  By  Charlotte  M. 
Braeme,    author    of    "  Dora 

Thorne" 25 

254  Wife's  Secret,  The,  and  Fair 
but  False.  By  Charlotte  M. 
Braeme,   author    of    "  Dora 

Thorne" 25 

1214  Wild  Darrie.    By  David  Chris- 
tie Mun-ay  and  H.  Herman.  ..*25 
1261  Wild  George's  Daughter.     By 

Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron  . *25 

323  Willful  Maid,  A.  By  Charlotte 
M.  Braeme,  author  of  "  Dora 

Thorne" 25 

908  Willful  Young  Woman,  A *25 

761  Will  Weatherhelm.     By  Wm. 

H.  G.  Kingston *25 

1493  Willy  Reilly.    By  William  Car- 

letdn *25 

2100  Window  in  Thrums,  A.    By  J. 

M.  Barrie 25 

373  Wing-and-Wing.  By  J.  Feni- 
more Cooper 25 

1699  Wing  of  Azrael,  The.  By  Mona 

Caird *25 

163  Winifred  Power.  By  Joyce  Dar- 

rell *25 

472  Wise  Women    of     Inverness, 

The.     BvWm.  Black ■....*25 

134  Witching  Hour,  The.  and  Other 

Stories.    By  "  The  Duchess  ".*25 
11.56  Witch  of  the  Hills,  A.  By  Flor- 
ence Warden *25 

432  Witch's    Head,    The.    By    H. 

Rider  Haggard 25 

872  With  Cupid's  Eyes.  By  Flor- 
ence Marryat *25 

20  Within  an  Inch  of    His  Life, 

By  Emile  Gaboriau 25 

358  Within  the  Clasp.    By  J.  Ber- 

Mnck  Harwood *25 

1317  Without  Love  or  Licence.    By 

Hawley  Smart *25 

809  Witness  My  Hand.  By  the  au- 
thor of  "  Lady  Gwendolen's 
Tryst" *«5 
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1*70  Wizard's  Son,  The.     By  Mrs. 

Oliphant *25 

1546  Woman  Against  Woman.     By 

Mrs.  M.  A.  Holmes *25 

98  Woman-Hater,  A.  By  Charles 

Reade 25 

705  Woman  I  Loved,  The,  and  the 
Woman  Who  Loved  Me,    By 

Isa  Blagden *25 

701  Woman  in  White,  The,  Wilkie 

ColUns.     Illustrated 25 

3457  Woman  of  the  World,  A.    By 

F.  Mabel  Robinson *25 

854  Woman's  Error,  A.    By  Char- 
lotte M.   Braenie,  author   of 

"Dora  Thorne  " 25 

1087  Woman's  Face,  A.   F.  Warden. *25 
1459  Woman's   Heart,  A.     By  Mrs. 

Alexander 25 

1696  Woman's  Honor,  A.   By  Ernest 

Yoimg: *25 

322  Woman's  Love-Story,  A.     By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 

of  "  Dora  Thorne  " 25 

459  Woman's  Temptation,  A,     By 

Charlotte  2tL  Braeme 25 

1837  Woman's   Trials.       By    T.    S. 

Artlmr *25 

1338  Woman's  Vengeance,   A.     By 

Mrs.  M.  A.  Holmes *25 

952  Woman's  War,   A.    By  Char- 
lotte M  Braeme 23 

900  Woman's  Wit,  By.    By  Mrs.  Al- 
exander   *25 

1178  Won  by  Wai  tin?.  By  Edna  Lyall  25 
967  W<.odlanders,The.  By  Thomas 

Hardy *25 

19.58  Woodstock;  or,  the   Cavalier. 

By  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Bart. . .  .*25 
984  Wooed  and  Married.     By  Rosa 

Nouchette  Carey 25 

17  Wooing  O't,  The.      By  Mrs.  Al- 
exander    25 

1555  Word  and  the  Will,  Tne,     By 

James  Pavn *25 

1662  Words  for  the  Wise,    By  T.  S. 

Arthur *25 

1689  Work    W^hile    Ye    Have    the 

Light.    By  Tolstoi *25 


821  World  Between  Them,  The.  By 
Charlotte  M.  Braeme,  author 

of  '-Dora  Thorne." 2S 

1635  Worlds  Desire,  The.  By  H. 
Rider  Haggard  and  Andrew- 
Lang *25 

1893  World,  The  Flesh,  and  The 
Devil,    The.     By  Miss  M.  E, 

Braddon 25 

906  World  Went  Very  Well  Tlien, 

The.     By  Walter  Besanr 25 

1663  Wormvi'ood.     By  Marie  Corelli  25 
963  Worth  Winning.    By  Mrs.  H. 

Lovett  Cameron *25 

1048  Wreck    of    the  "Grosvenor," 

The.     Bv  W.  Clark  Russell . . .  25 
1605  Wrecks  in  the  Sea  of  Life,    By 

Alexander  Begg *25 

865  Written  in  Fire.    By  Florence 

Marryat *25 

380  Wyandotte;    or,  The    Hutted 

Knoll.  By  J.  Fenimore  Cooper  25 
434  Wyllard's  Weird.     By  Miss  M. 
E.  Braddon 25 

1934  Year  of  Miracle,  The.  By  Fer- 
gus Hume *25 

2083  Yellow  Aster,  A.    By  "Iota".  25 

1392  Yellowplusli  Papers.  By  Will- 
iam Tliackeray *25 

1  Yolande.    By  William  Black.  25 

1577  Young  Foresters,  The.    By  W. 

H.  G.Kingston *a6 

1637  Young  Man's    Fancy,  A.      By 

Mrs.  Forrester *25 

1102  Young  Mr.  Barter's  Repent- 
ance. By  David  Christie  Mur- 
ray   *25 

1053  Young  Mrs.  Jardine.    By  Miss 

Mulock 25 

1446  Zanoni.    By  Lytton 25 

709  Zenobia;  or.  The  Fall  of  Pal- 
myra.   By  William  Ware *25 

428  Z6ro:  A  Story  of  aionte-Carlo. 

By  Mrs.  Cann^bell-Praed *35 

522  Zig-Zag.  the  Clown;  or,  The 
Steel  Gauntlets.  By  F.  Du 
Boisgobey. *25 


Tlie  foregoing  works  are  for  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  the  price,  25  cents  each,  by  the  publishers. 
Address 

GEORGE  MUNRO'S  SONS, 

MTJNRO'S  PUBLISHING  HOUSE, 
(P.  O.  Box  «r81.)  17  to  27  Vande-wrater  Street,  ITew  York, 


Books  Free!    Books  Free! 

THIRTY 

25-CENT   NOYELS 

Given  to  Each  Subscriber! 

ALL  NEW  AND  FRESH. 

To  those  sending  $3.00  to  this  office  we  will  send,  post- 
paid. The  New  York  Fireside  Companion 
for  One  Year,  and  30  Twenty-five  Cent  Nov- 
els selected  from  a  list  of  over  200  books,  which  will 
be  furnished  on  application. 

To  those  sending  12.00  we  will  send,  postpaid.  The  New 
York  Fireside  Companion  for  Eight  Months, 
and  30  Twenty-five  Cent  Novels. 

To  those  sending  11.00  we  will  send,  postpaid.  The  New 
York  Fireside  Companion  for  Four  Months, 
and  10  Twenty-five  Cent  Novels. 

These  books  are  printed  from  new  =^pe,  on  good  paper,  and 
are  bound  in  handsome  paper  covers. 

If  on  can  make  yonr  oy/vn.  sel<        ->n. 

Please  order  by  numbers. 

Price  of  books  alone  (ii^^itlion  »er)  25  cents 

per  copy. 

All  remittances  should  be  sent  bjr  Drafts,  cks,  Post  Office 
or  Express  Money  Orders,  or  by  Registered  Le  .  We  will  be 
responsible  for  any  remittances  sent  in  this  way. 

Send  ns  yonr  own  name  and  a.  -^ss^  also 
tliosse  oft*  your   friends,  and  ^re  ^trill   s  ~    «^acli 

address,  FKI<^I^,  Sample  Copies  of  Tb  ork 

Fireside  Companion  and  catalogues  x  'elk 

to  make  clioice  of  l>ooks. 

Address  GEORGE  MUNRO'S  SONS, 
P.  O.  Box  2781.    17  to  27  Vande water  Street,  New  fork, 

Or  insitruct  y^our  Newsdealer  or  Postma^ster  to  forward  your  subscription  to  ug. 


THE  ART  OF  HOUSEKEEPING. 

BY  MARY  STUAKT  SMITH. 

WITH  HANDSOME  LITHOGRAPHED  COVER. 

PRICE   i25   CKKTS. 

A  thoroiigrhh'  practical  book  on  housekeeping  by  an  experienced  ana 
celebrated  housekeeper.  Mas.  Smith  is  a  capable  and  distiu^nished  writer 
upon  all  sul)jects  connected  with  the  kitclieii  and  lionseliold.  She  is  one  of  liie 
most  popular  contributors  to  I'hic  Nkw  Yoi.k  a.sd  I'aris  \  i.ung  Ladies'  Fas~- 
lON  Bazak,  where  the  chapters  contained  m  tuis  work  tirst  appealed. 


GOOD    FORM: 

A   BOOK  OF  EVIlRY  DAY  ETIQUETTE. 

BY  MRS.  ARMSTRONG. 
Price  25  Cents. 

No  one  aspiring:  to  the  manners  of  a  lady  or  gentleman  can  afford  to  bo 
without  a  copy  ol  this  invaluable  book,  \\  hich  is  ce-rtain  to  spare  its  possessor 
many  embarrassments  incidenial  lu  iiie  novice  m  forms  of  etiquette. 


MUNRO'S  ^  riR  RECITATIONS. 

Compiled  '  d  Edited  by  Mrs.  MARY  E.  BBYAN. 

J.EK;ii   Z-y   CENTS. 


Cr'  .ig-Out  and  Dressmaking. 

the  French  of  Mile.  E.  Grand'homine. 

PRICE  '-15   CENTS. 


T  iB  abo^e  works  arc  for  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  wiU  be  sent  by  mail  on 
tec  ^t  of  the  price.    Address 

GEORGE  MUNRO'S  SONS,  Munro's  Publishing  House, 
"  .  O.  Box  2:S1  )  17  to  27  Vandewater  Street,  New  Yorl? 


(^1  b^^jJD 


AVER'S 

Sarsaparilla 

is  the  beet.  It  is  the  only  one  recommended  by 
physicians  of  standing.  It  was  the  only  one  admitted 
at  the  World's  Fair. 
It  is  the  leader  among 
blood-purifiers. 

CURES 

OTHERS, 

AND 

WILL  CURE  ,^ 

YOU.       ^  ^^* 

"Having  thoroughly 
tested,  in  my  practice 
as  a  pliysician,  the 
alterative  action  of  Ayer's  Extract  of  Sarsaparilla,  I 
view  it  as  of  unequaled  excellence."— J.  F.  Bourns, 
M.  D.,   103   Walnut  St.,  Philadelphia,  Pennsylvi  nia. 

PURIFIES 
JTHJLBLOOD 

OYER'S     PILLS    CURE    SICK     HEADACHE. 


